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Viii PREFACE; 

«nd the providence of God evidently preparing his 
way and marking out his retreat, he retired into the 
country. By these steps the good hand of Goc^ 
unknown to me, was providing for me one of the 
principal hlessings of my life; a friend and a coun- 
sellor, in whose company for almost seven years, 
though we were seldom seven successive waking 
hours separated* I always found ^new pleasure. A 
friend who was not only a comfort to myself, but a 
blessing to the affectionate jxwr people, among 
whom I then lived* 

Some time after indinadon had thus removed him 
from the hurry and bustle of life, he was still more 
secluded by a long indisposition, and my pleasure 
was succeeded by a proportionable degree of aniiety 
and concern. But a hope, that the God whom he 
served would support him under hiB affliction, and 
at length vouchsafe him a happy deliverance, never 
•forsook me* The desirable crisis, I trust, is now 
nearly approaching. The dawn, the presage of jne- 
turning day, is already arrived. He is again enabled 
to resume his pen, and some of the fint fruits of 
recovery are here presented to the public. In 
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bis prioopal suldectB the same acomeoy which dift- 
tingoished him in the eariy period of life, is happiljr 
employed in iUustntin^ and enforcing the truthSt 
of wluch he recdTed such deep and unalterable im- 
pressions in hiB*matiirer years. His satire, if it 
may be called so, is benevolent, (like theoperationt 
of the skilful and humane surgeon, who woundf 
only to heal) dictated by a Just regard for the honour 
of Gk)d, and indignant gi^ef excitedly the profligacy 
of the age, and a tender compasnon for the souls of 



His CftTourite topics are least insisted on in the 
piece entitled Table Talk; which therefore, with 
some regard to the prevailing taste, and that thos^ 
who are governed by it, may not be discouraged at 
the veijr threshold finom proceeding farther, is placed 
flist. In most of the large Foems which follow, hif 
Iftading design is more explicitly avowed and pur- 
sued. He aims to communicate his own pereep- 
tions of the truth, beauty, and influence of the r^ 
ligion of the Bible— A leligion, which, however dis- 
credited by the misconduct of many, who have nol: 
renounced the Christian namei proves itself, wh«' 
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riglitly undentoody and cordially embnatd, to Im 
the grand desideratum, which aloae can relieve the 
mind of a man from painful and unavoidaMe 
anziettes, tnq^re it with stable peace and soUd hope, 
and Aimiah those motives and prospects, whieh, \n 
the present state of things, are absolutely necessary 
to produce a conduct worthy of a rational creature^ 
disdnguished by a vastness of capacity, which no 
assemblage of earthly good can satisfy, and by a 
prindple and preintimation of immortality. 

At a time when hypothecs and coi\)ecture in 
philosophy are so juatly exploded, and little is con- 
sidered as deserving the name of knowledge, whidk 
will not stand the test of experiment, the veiy use 
of the term experimentai in religious concernments 
}s by too many unhappily rejected with disgust. But 
we well know, that they, who aifect to despise the 
inward feelings, which religious persons speak of, 
md to treat them as enthusiasm and folly, have 
inward feelings of their own, which, though they 
^ould, they cannot suppress. We have been too 
long in the secret ourselves, to account the proud, 
;Qwambitious, or the voluptuous^ happy. We must 
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low the remembrance of wbat we onoe were, before 
we cau beUere, that a man is satisfied with him- 
8elf> merely because he endeayours to appear so. A 
smile upon the face is often but a mask worn occa- 
sionally and in company, to prevent, if posdble, a 
suspicion of what at the same time is passing in the 
heart. We know that there are people, who seldom 
smile when they are alone, who therefore are glad 
to lude themselves in a throng from the violence of 
their own reflections ; and who, while by their looks 
and their language they wish to persuade us they 
are happy, would be glad to change their conditions 
with a dog. But in defiance of all their efforts 
they continue to think, forebode, and tremble. 
This we know, for it has been our own state, and 
therefore we know how to commiserate it in others* 
—From this state the Bible relieved us — When we 
were led to read it with attention, we found our^ 
selves described. — ^We learnt the causes of our in- 
quietude—we were directed to a method of relief— 
we tried, and we were not disappointed. 
Detii nobis hac otiajecit. 

We are now certain, that the Gospel of Christ i« 
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the power of God unto salvation to eveiy ooe that 
t>elieveth. It has reconciled us to God, and to our- 
selves, to our duty, and our situation. It is the 
balm and cordial of the present life, and a sovereign 
antidote against the fear of death. 

Sed hactenus hoe. SQme smaller pieces upon 

less important subjects dose the volume. Not one 

of them, I believe, was written with a view to 

publication, but I was unwilling th^ should be 
omitted. 

John Nbwton. 

Charles Stuart, Hoxton, 
February 18, 1788. 
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Si te forU meae gravis aret sardna chaitae, 
AbiiAto, Hor. LUr, i. JEpUt. V. 



^^^•^<0>^^^k^m^^^^ 



A. X ov told me, I remember, glory, huik 
On selfish principles, is shame and guilt ; 
The deecbs, that men admire as half divine. 
Stark naught, because conrupt in their design. 
Strange doelrine this ! that without scruple tears 
The laurel, that the veiy lightning spares ; 
Brings down the warrior's trophy to the dust, 
And eats into his bloody sword like rust. 

B. I grant that, men continuing what th^y are. 
Fierce, avaricious, proud, there must be war. 
And never meant the rule should be applied 

To him, that fights with justice on his side. 

Let laurels, drench'd in pure Parnassian dews. 
Reward his mem^iy, dear to ev'ry muse, 
Who, with a courage of unshaken root. 
In honour's field advancuig his firm foot, 

c 
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Plants it upon the line that Justice draws^ 
And will prevail or perish in her cause. 
Tis to the Tirtues of such men, man owes 
His portion in the good, that Heav'n bestows. 
And when recording History displays 
Feats of renown, though wrought in ancient days^ 
Tells of a few stout heairts, that fought and died. 
Where duty placed them, at their country's side ; 
The man, that is not moy'd with what he reads. 
That takes not fire at their heroic deeds. 
Unworthy of the blessings of the brave. 
Is base in kind, and bom to be a slave. 

But let eternal infamy pursue 
The wretch to nought but his ambition true. 
Who, for the sake of filling with one blast 
The post-horns of all Europe, lays her waste. 
Think yourself station'd on a towering rock, 
To see a people scattered like a floek. 
Some royal mastiff panting at their heels. 
With all the savage thirst a tiger feels ; 
Then view him self-proclaim'd in a gazette 
Chief monster that has plagu'd the nations yet. 
The ^obe and sceptre in such hands misplac'd. 
Those ensigns of dominion, how disgrac'd ^ 
The glass, that bids man mark the fleeting hour. 
And D&th*8 own sithe would better speak his pow'r ; 
Then grace the bony phantom in their stead 
With the king's shoulderioiot and gay cockade ; 
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dothe the twin brethren in each other's dress. 
The same their occupation and success. 

A. Tis your belief the world was made for man ; 
Kings do but reason on the seHsame plan : 
Maintaining yours, you cannot theirs condemn. 
Who think, or seem to think, man made for them. 

B. Seldom, alas ! the pow'r of logic reigns 
With much sufficiency in royal brains 4 
SnAk. reas'ning falls like an inverted cone. 
Wanting it's proper base to stand upon. 

Man made for kings ! those optics are but dim. 
That tell you so — say, rather, they for him. 
That wer? indeed a king-ennobling thought. 
Could they, or would they, reason as they ought. 
The diadem, with mighty projects lin'd 
To catch renown by ruining mankind. 
Is worth, with all it's gold and glitt'ring store. 
Just what the toy will sell for, and no mam. 

Oh ! bright occasions of dispensing good, 
How seldom us'd, how little understood 1 
To pour in Virtue's lap her just reward ; 
Keep Vice restrain'd behind a double guard ; 
To quell the huction, that affronts the throne, 
By silent magnanimity alone ; 
To nurse with tender care the thriving arts ; 
Watch ev'ry beam Philosophy imparts ; 
To give Religion her unbridl'd scope. 
Nor judge by statute a believer's hope ; 
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With close fidelity and love unfeign'd 
To keep the matrimonial bond unstain'd ; 
Covetous only of a virtuoua praise ; 
His life a lesson to the land he sways ; 
To touch the sword with conscientious awe. 
Nor draw it but when duty bids him draw ; 
To sheath it in the peace-restoring dose 
With joy beyond what victory bestows ; 
Blest country, where these kingly glories shine ! 
Blest England, if this happiness be thine ! 

A. Guard what you say ; the patriotic tribe 
WiU Sneer and charge you with a bribe.— -B. A bribe ? 
The worth of his three kingdoms I defy. 
To lure me to the baseness of a lie : 
And, of all lies, (be that one poet's boast) 
The He that flatters I abhor the most. 
Those arts be theirs, who hate his gentle reign. 
But he that loves him has no need to feign. 

A. Your smooth eulogium to one crown addness'd, 
Seems to imply a censure on the rest. 

B. Quevedo, as he tells his sober tale, 
Ask'd, when in Hell, to see the royal jail \ 
Approved their method in all other things : 

But where, good sir, do you confine your kings ? 
There — said his guide-— "the group is full in view. 
Indeed .'—replied the don— there are but few. 
His black interpreter the charge disdain'd^— 
Few, fellow ?^there are all that ever reign'd. 
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Wit, undistinguishing, is apt to strike 

The guilty and not guilty both alike : 

I grant the sarcasm is too severe. 

And we can readily refute it here ; 

While Alfred's name, the father of his age, 

And the Sixth Edward's grace th' historic page. 

A. Kings then at last liave but the lot of all : 
By their own conduct they must stand or fall. 

B. True. While they live, the courtly laureat pays 
His quitrent ode, his pepperoom of praise ; 

And many a dunce, whose fingers itch to write. 
Adds, as he can, lus tributaiy mite . 
A subject's faults a subject may proclaim, 
A monarch's errours are forbidden game ! 
Thus free from censure, overaw'd by fear. 
And prais'd for virtues, that they scorn to wear. 
The fleeting forms of majesty engage 
Respect, while stalking o'er life's narrow stage ; 
Then leave their crimes for history to scan, 
And ask with busy scorn. Was this the man ? 

I pity kings, whom Worship waits upon 
Obsequious tconk the cradle to the throne ; 
Before whose infant eyes the flatt'rer bows. 
And binds a wreath about their baby brows $ 
Whom Education stiffens into state. 
And Death awakens from that dream too late. 
Oh ! if Servility with supple knees. 
Whose trade it is to smile, to crouch, to id< 

..3 
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If smooth Dissimulation, skill'd to g^raoe 
A deyil's purpose with an angel's &ce ; 
If smiling peeresses, and simp*ring peers^ 
Encompassing his throne a few short years ; 
If the gilt carriage and the pamper*d steed. 
That wants no driving, and disdains the lead ; 
If guards, mechanically form'd in ranks. 
Playing, at heat of drum, their martial praokSi 
Shouldering and standing as if struck to stone. 
While condescending msjesty looks on ; 
If monarchy consist in such base things, 
Sighing, I say again, I pity kings ! 

To be suspected, thwarted, and withstood, 
ISiv'n when he labours for his countfy'si.good; 
To see a band, calVd patriot for no cause. 
But that they catch at popular applause. 
Careless of all th' anxiety he feels. 
Hook disappointment on the public wheels ; 
With all their flipftatnt fluen<7 of tongue. 
Most confident, when palpably most wrong ; 
If this be kingly, then fai«well for me 
All kingship; and may I be poor and ii«e ! 

To be the Table Talk of dubs up stairs. 
To wbidi th' unwash'd artificer repairs, 
T indulge his genius after long fetigue. 
By diving into cabinet intrigue ; 
(For what kings deem a toil, as well they roay» 
To luB is relaxation and mere play) 




TABLE TALK. 7 

To win BO praise when weU-wiougbl pUos prevail^ 

But to be rudely censur'd when they £ui ; 

To doubt the love his fav'rites may pretend. 

And in reality to find no friend ; 

If he indulge a cultivated taste. 

His gall'ries with the wori&s of art well grac'd, 

To hear it call*d extravagance and waste ; 

If these attendants, and if such as these. 

Must follow royalty, then welcome ease ; 

However humble and confin'd the sphere, 

Happy the state, that has not these to fear. 

A. Thus men, whose thoughts contemplative have 

dwelt 
On situations, that they never felt. 
Start up sagacious, cover'd with the dust 
Of dreaming study and pedantic rust, 
And prate and preach about what others prove. 
As if the world and they were hand and glove. 
Leave kingly backs to cope with kingly cares ; 
They have their weight to carry, subjects theirs ^ 
Poets, of all men, ever least regret 
Increasing taxes and the nation's debt. 
Could you contrive the payment, and rehearse 
The mighty plan, oracular, in verse. 
No bard, howe'er majestic, old or new. 
Should claim my fix*d attention more than you. 

B. Not Brindley nor Bridgewater would essay 
To turn the course of Helicon that way }. 



>' TABLE TALK. > 

Sor would the Nine consent the sacred tide 
Should purl amidst the traffic of Cfaeapside, 
Or tinkle in 'Change Alley, to amuse 
The leathern ears of stoclcjobhers and Jews. 

A. Vouchsafe, at least, to pitch the key of rhyme 
To themes more pertinent, if less sublime. 

When ministers and ministerial arts ; 

Patriots, who love good places at their hearts ; 

When admirals, extoU'd for standing still. 

Or doing nothing with a deal of skill ; 

Generals, who will not conquer when they may, 

Firm friends to peace, to pleasure, and good pay ; 

When Freedom^ wounded almost to despair. 

Though Discontent alone can find out where ; 

When themes like these employ the poet's tongue, 

I hear as mute as if a syren sung. 

Or tell me, if you can, what pow'r maintains 

A Briton's scorn of arbitrary chains : 

That were a theme might animate the dead, 

And move the lips of poets cast in lead. 

B. The cause, tho' worth the search, may yet ^ude 
Conjecture and remark, however shrewd. 

They take perhaps a well-directed aim. 
Who se«k it in his climate and his frame. 
Lib'ral in all things else, yet Nature here 
With stem severity deals out the year. 
Winter invades the spring, and often pours 
A chilling flood on Sumner's drooping flow'rs ; 
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Unwelcome vapours quench autumnal beams, 
Ungenial blasts attending curl the streams : 
The peasants urge their harvest, ply the fork 
With double toil, and shiver at their work ; 
Thus with a rigour, for his good designed 
She rears her fev'rite man of all mankind. 
His form robust and of elastic tone, 
Proportion'd well, half muscle and half bone. 
Supplies with warm activity and force 
A mind well-lodg'd, and masculine of course. 
Hence Laberty, sweet Liberty inspires 
And keeps alive his fierce but noble fires. 
Patient of constitutional control. 
He bears it with meek manliness of soul ; 
But, if Authority grow wanton, wo 
To him that treads upon his firee-bom toe ; . 
One step beyond the boundary of the laws 
Fires him at once in Freedom's glorious cause. 
Thus proud Prerogative, not much rever'd. 
Is seldom felt, though sometimes seen and heard ; 
And in his cage, like parrot fine and gay, 
Is kept to strut, look big, and talk away. 
Bom in a climate softer far than ours. 
Not form'd like us, with such Herculean powers. 
The Frenchman, easy, debonair, and brisk. 
Give him his lass, his fiddle, and his frisk. 
Is always happy, reign whoever may. 
And laughs the sense of mis'ry far away. 



\0 TABLE TALK. 

- He drinks his simple bev'rage with a gust ; ; 

And, feasting on an onion^ and a crust, i 

We ne^'er feel the alaority and joy, ^ I 

With which he shouts and carols f^e le Roy^ 
FUl'd with as much true merriment and glee, 
As if he hfcard his king say— Slave, be free. i 

Thus happiness depends, as Nature shows, i 

Less on exterior things tlian most suppose. i 

Vi^lant over all that he has made. 
Kind Plrovidence attends with gracious aid ; 
Bids equity throughout his works prevail, 
And weighs the nations in an even scale ; 
He can encourage Slav'ry to a smile. 
And fill with discontent a British isle. 

A. Freeman and slave then, if the case be such. 
Stand on a level ; and you prove too much : 

If all men indiscriminately share 

His fost'ring power, and tutelary care, i 

* 

As well be yok*d by Despotism's hand, I 

As dwell .at large in Britain's charter*d land. 

B. No. Freedom has a thousand charms to sho#9 | 
That slaves, however contented, never know. 

The mind attains beneath her happy reign 

The growth, that Nature meant she should attain ; 

The varied fields of science, ever new. 

Opening and wider op'ning on her view. 

She ventures onward with a prosp*rous force. 

While no base fear impedes her an hsr course 
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Religion, richest favour of the skies, 
Stands most reveal'd before the freeman's eyes ; 
No shades of sujp^rstition blot the day, 
liberty chases all that gloom away ; 
The soul emandpsted, unoppress'd. 
Free to prove all things and hold fest the best. 
Learns much ; Hod to a thousand list'ning minds 
Communicates with joy the good she finds : 
Courage in arms, and ever prompt to shew 
His manly forehead to the fiercest foe ; 
Glorious in war, but for the sake of peace, 
His spirits rising as his toils increase. 
Guards well what arts and industiy have won, 
And Freedom claims him for her first-born son. 
Slaves fight for what were better cast away^— 
The chain that binds them, and a tyrant's sway ; 
But they, that fight for fireedom, undertake 
The noblest cause mankind can have at stake :-> 
Religion, virtue, truth, whate'er we call 
A blessing— fireedom is the pledge of all. 
O Liberty ! the pris'ner's pleasing dream. 
The poet's muse, his passion, and his theme $ 
Genius is thine, and thou art Fancy's nurse ; 
Lost without thee th' ennobling pow'rs of verse ^ 
Heroic song from thy free touch acquires 
It's clearest tone, the rapture it inspires : 
Fl^ce me where Winter breathes his keenest air. 
And I will sing, if Liberty be there $ 
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And I will sing at Liberty's dear feet. 

In Afric*s torrid clime, or India's fiercest heat. 

A. Sing where you please ; in such a cause I grant ' 
An English poet's privilege to rant ; 

But is not Freedom — at least is not durs 
Too apt to play the wanton with her pow'rs. 
Grow freakish, and, o'erleaping ev'ry mound. 
Spread anarchy and terrour all around ? 

B. Agreed. But would you sell or slay your horse 
For bounding and curvetting in his course ? 

Or if, when ridden with a careless rein. 
He break away, and seek the distant plain ? 
No. His high mettle, under good control. 
Gives him Olympic ^peed, and shoots him to the goal. 

Let Discipline employ her wholesome arts ; 
Let magistrates alert perform their parts. 
Not skulk or put on a prudential mask. 
As if their duly were a desp'rate task ; «i 

Let active Laws apply the needful curb, i 

To guard the Peace, that Riot would disturb ; 
And Liberty, preserv'd from wild excess. 
Shall raise no feuds for armies to suppress. 
When Tumult lately burst his prison door. 
And set plebeian thousands in a roar $ 
When he usurp'd Authority's just place. 
And dar'd to look his master in the face ; 
When the rude rabble's watchword was — destroj^ 
And blazing London seem'd a second Troy ; 
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liberty bliish'd, and hung her drooping head. 
Beheld their progress with the deepest dread ; ' 
Blosh'dy that effects like these she should produce. 
Worse than the deeds of galley-slaves broke loose. 
She loses in such storms her very name. 
And fierce licentiousness should bear the blame. 

Incomparable gem ! thy worth untold ; 
Cheap tho' blood-bought, and thrownaway when sold; 
May no foes ravish thee, and no false friend 
Betray thee, while professing to defend ! 
Prize it, ye piinisters ; ye monarchs, spare ; 
Ye patriots, guard it with a miser's care. 

A. Patriots, alas ! the few that have been found, 
'Where most they flourish, upon English ground. 
The country's need have scantily supplied. 

And the last left the scene, when Chatham died. 

B. Not so— the virtue still adorns our age. 
Though the chief actor died upon the stage. 
In him Demosthenes was heard again ; 
liberty taught him her Athenian strain ; 
She doth'd him with authority and awe. 
Spoke from his lips, and in his looks gave law. 
His speech, his fi>rm, his action, full of grace. 
And all his country beaming in his face. 

He stood, as some inimitable h&nd 
Would strive to make a Paul or TuUy stand. 
No syoofihant or slave, that dar'd oppose 
Her sacred cause, but trembled when he rose ; 

c 
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And ev'ry venal stickler for the yoke 

Felt himself cnish'd at the first word he spoke. 

Such men are rais'd to station and command^ 
When Providence means mercy to a land. 
He speaks^ an4 they appear ; to him they owe 
Skill to direct, and strengdi to strike the blow ; 
To manage with address, to seize with pow*? 
The crisis of a dark decisive hour 
So Gideon eam'd a vict'ry not his own ; 
Subserviency his pridse, and that alone. 

Poor England ! thou art a devoted deer, 
Beset with ev'iy ill but that of fear. 
The nations hunt ; all mark thee for a prey ; 
They swarm around thee, and thou stand'st at bay> 
Undaunted still, though wearied and perplex'd. 
Once Chatham sav'd thee ; but who saves tkse Aextf 
Alas ! the tide of pleasure sweeps along 
All, that should be the boast of British song. 
Tls not the wreath, that once adom*d thy brow« 
The prize of happier times, will serve thee now. 
Our anccstiy, a gallant, christian race. 
Patterns of ev*ry virtue, ev'ry grace. 
Confessed a God; they kneel'd before they Ibugfal^ 
And prais'd him in the victories he wrought. 
Now from the dust of ancient days bring forth 
Their sober zeal, integrity, and worth ; 
Courage, ungrac'd by these, aflSronts tha skies^ 
Is but the fire without the sacrifice. 



TABLE TALK. ] 5 

The stream, that feeds the wellspiioi^ of the heart» 
Not more invigorates life's noblest part. 
Than Virtue quickens with a warmth divine 
The pow'rs, that Sin has brought to a decline. 

A. Th* inestimable Estimate of Brown 
Rose like a paper-kite, and charm'd the town ; 
But measures, plann'd and executed well. 
Shifted the wind that rais'd it, and it fell. 
He trod the veiy self-same ground you tread. 
And Victory refuted all he said. 

«. And yet his Judgment was not fram'd amiss ; 
It's errour, if it err'd, was merely thi»— 
He thought the dying hour already come, 
And a complete recov'iy struck him dumb. 

But that effeminacy, folly, lust. 
Enervate and enfeeble, and needs must ; 
And that a nation shamefully debas'd. 
Will be desjns'd and trampled on at last. 
Unless sweet Penitence her pow'rs renew ; 
Is truth, if history itself be true. 
There is a time, and Justice marks the date. 
For long-forbearing Clemency to wait ; 
That hour elaps'd, th' incurable revolt 
Is punish'd, and down comes the thunderbolt. 
If Mercy then put by the threat'ning blow 
Must she perform the same kind office now f 
May she ! and, if offended Heav'n be still 
Accessible, and pray'r prtvail, she will. 
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'Tis not, however, insolence and noite, ' 
The tempest of tumultuary joys. 
Nor is it yet despondence and dismay 
Will win her visits or engage her stay ; 
Pray'r only, and the penitential tear. 
Can call her smiling down, and fix her here. 

But when a country (one that I could name) 
In prostitution sinks the sense of shame ; 
When infamous Venality, grown bold. 
Writes on his bosom, to be let or sold; 
When Peijuiy, that Heav'n-defying vi;ic. 
Sells oaths by tale, and at the lowest price. 
Stamps God's own name upon a lie just made. 
To turn a penny in the way of trade ; 
When Av'rice starves (and never bides his face) 
Two or three millions of the human race. 
And not a tongue inquires, how, Habere, or when, 
Though conscience will have twinges now and then; 
When profanation of the sacred cause 
In all it's parts, times, ministry, and laws. 
Bespeaks a land, once christian, fall'n, and lost^ 
In all, that wars against that title most ; 
What follows next let cities of great name. 
And regions long since desolate proclaim. 
Nineveh, Babylon, and ancient Rome, 
Speak to the present times, and times to come ; 
They cry aloud in ev'ry careless ear. 
Stop, while ye may ; suspend your mad career $ 
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learD fSrom our example and our fate, 
Leam wisdom and repentanoe ere too late. 

Not only Vice disposes and prepares 
The Mind, that slumbons sweetly i* her snares. 
To stoop to Tyranny's usurp'd command. 
And bend her polish*d neck b^aeath his hand, 
(A dire effect, by one of Nature's lacws 
Unchangeably connected with ifs cause;) 
But Providence himself wHl intervene. 
To throw his dark <tispleasure o'er the scene. 
All are hU instruments ; each form of war. 
What bums at home, or threatens from alkr. 
Nature in arms, her elements at strife. 
The storms, that overset the joys of life. 
Are but his rods to scourge a guilty land. 
And waste it at the bidding of hii hand. 
He ^ves the word, and Mutiny soon roars 
In all her gates, and shakes her distant shores 5 
The standards of all nations are unftirl'd ; 
She has one foe, and that one foe the world. 
Andy if he doom that people with a frown. 
And mark them with a seal of wrath press'd down, 
Obduracy takes place ; callous and tough, 
The reprobated race grows judgment proof: 
Earth shakes beneath them, and HeaVn roars above ; 
But nothing scares them frt>m the course they love. 
To the lascivious pipp and wanton song. 
That ehann down fear, they frolic it along, 

c 3 
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With mad rapMUty and unisoneera, 

Down to the gulf, from which i$ no return. 

They trust in nana, and their navies fsXIr^ 

God's curse can east away ten thousand lail ! 

They trust in annieBy and their ooi^rase diet; 

In wisdom, wealth, in fortune, nad in li^ ; 

But all they trust in withftn, as it miift. 

When He c(»miands, in whom they place no trust* 

Vengeance at last pours down upon theiir coast 

A long despis'd, but now yictorioufl^ host ; 

lyranny sends the chun, that BWMit abridge 

The noble sweep of all their privilege } 

Gives liberty the last, the mortal shock : 

Slips the slave's collar on, and snaps the lock. 

A. Such lofty strains embellish what you teachf 
Mean you to prophesy, or but to preach ? 

B. I know the mind, that feeU indaed the fire 
The muse imparts, and can command the lyre. 
Acts with a force, and kindles with a seal, 
Whate'er the theme, that others never feel. 

If human woes her soft attention cbunit 

A tender sympathy p«r?nde8 the frame. 

She pours a sensibility divine 

Along the nerve of ev'iy feeling line. 

But if a deed not tamely to be bonw 

Fire indignation and a sense of seom. 

The strings are swept with su^ a pow'r, so kmdi 

The storm of music sfaakea th* astonilh'd crowd. 
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So, whien remote futurity is brought 

Before the keen inquiry of her thought, 

A terrible ngaaty informs 

The poefs heart ; he looks to distant storms ; 

He bean the thunder ere the tempest low'rs ; 

And, ann'd widi strength surpassing human pow'n, 

Seizes events as yet unknown to man. 

And darts his soul into the dawning plan. 

Hence, in a Roman month, the graceful name 

Of prophet and of poet was the same ; 

Hence British poets too the priesthood sharM, 

And every hallow'd druid was a bard. 

But no prophetic fires to me belong ; 

I play ¥rith syllables, and sport in song. 

A. At Westminster, where little poets strive 
To set a distich upon six and fiye. 
Where Discipline helps op'ning buds of sense. 
And mokes his pui^ls proud with silver pence, 
I was a poet too ; but modem taste 
Is so refin'd, and delicate, and chaste. 
That verse, whatever fire the fancy warms. 
Without a creamy smoothness has no charms. 
Thus, all success depending on an ear, « 

And thinking I mi|^ purchase it too dear. 
If sent im ent were sacrific'd to sound. 
And truth cut short to make a periofl round, 
I judged a man of sense could scarce do wotk. 
Than caper in the monris-danoe of verse. 
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B. Thus reputation is a spur to wit, 
And some wits flag through fear of losing it; 
Give me the line, that ploughs it's stately coune 
Like a proud swan, conq'iing the stream by Ibree ; 
That, like some cottage beauty, strikes the hearty 
Quite unindebted to the tricks of art. 
When Labour and when Dulness, dub in hand. 
Like the two figures at St. Dunstan's stand. 
Beating altemataly, in measured time. 
The clock-work tihtinabulum of rhime. 
Exact and regular the sounds will be ; 
But such mere quarter-strokes are not for me. 

From him, who rears a poem lank and long, 
To him who strains his all into a song ; 
Perhaps some bonny Caledonian air, 
All birks and braes, though he was n<fver there ; 
Or, having whelp'd a prologue with great pains. 
Feels himself spent, and fumbles for his brains ; 
A prologue interdash'd with many a stroke— 
An art contriv'd to advertise a joke. 
So that the jest is clearly to be seen. 
Not in the words^— but in the gap between : 
Manner is all in all, whate'er is writ. 
The substitute for genius, sense, and wit. 

To dally much with subjects mean and low 
Proves that the mind is weak, or makes It so. 
Neglected talents rust into decay. 
And ev'ry effort ends in pushpin play. 
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The man, that means suooess, should soar abort 
A soldier's feather, or a lady's glove ; 
Else, summoning the muse to such a theme. 
The firuit of all her labour is whipp'd eream. 
As if an eagle flew aloft, and then— 
Stooped from if s highest pitch to pounce a wren. 
As if the poet, purposing to wed. 
Should carve himself a wife in gingerbread. 
Ages elaps'd ere Homer's lamp appear'd. 
And ages ere the Mantuan swan was heard. 
To carry nature lengths unknown before. 
To give a MxHon birth, ask'd ages more. 
Thus Genius rose and set at order'd times, ■ 
And shot a dayspring into distant climes. 
Ennobling ev'ry region that he chose ; 
He sunk in Greece, in Italy he rose : 
And, tedious years of Gothic darkness pass'd, 
Emerg'd all splendour in our isle at last. 
Thus lovely halcyons dive into the main. 
Then show far off their shining plumes again. 

A. Is genius only found in epic lays ? 
Prove this, and forfeit all pretence to praise. 
Make their heroic pow'rs your own at once> 
Or candidly confess yourself a dunce* 

B. These were the chief: each interval of night 
Was grac'd with many an undulating light. 

In less illustrious bards his bouity shone 
A meteor, or a star ; in these the sun. 
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The iiigliting;ale may daim the topmost boush. 
While the poor grasshopper must chirp below. 
Like him unnotic'd, I, and such as I, 
Spread little wings, and rather skip than fly ; 
Perch'd on the meagre produce of the land, 
An ell or two of prospect we command ; 
But never peep beyond the thorny bound. 
Or oaken fence, that hems the paddock round. 

In Eden, ere yet innocence of heart 
Had faded, poetry was not fn art ; 
Language, above all teaching, or, if taught. 
Only by gratitude and glowing thought. 
Elegant as simplidty, and warm 
As ecstasy, unmanaded by form, 
Kot prompted, as in our degen'rate days. 
By low ambition and the thirst of praise. 
Was natural as is the flowing stream. 
And yet magnificent— A God the theme ! 
That theme on Earth exhausted, though above 
nris found as everlasting as his love, 
Man lavished all his thoughts on human things — 
The feats of heroes, and the wrath of kings ; 
But still, while Virtue kindled his delight. 
The song was moral, and so hx was right. 
'Twas thus till Luxuiy seduc'd the mind 
To joys less innocent, as less refin'd ; 
Then Genius danc'd a bacchanal ; he crown'd 
The brimminf goblat, sidz'd the thyrsus, bound 
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iiis browE with iiy, rush'd into the field 

Of wild imagination, and there reel'd. 

The victim of his own lascivious fires, 

And, dizzy with delight, profon'd the sacred wires. 

Anacreon, Horace play'd in Greece and Rome 

TUs bedlam part ; and others nearer home. 

When Cromwellfougfat for pow'r, and while hereign'd 

The prond protector of the pow'r he gain'd, 

Reli^on harsh, intolerant, austere. 

Parent of manners like herself severe. 

Drew a rough copy of the Christian face 

Without the smile, the sweetness, or the graae ; 

The dark and sullen humour of the time 

Judg'd ev'ry effort of the muse a crime ; 

Verse, in the finest mould of ftncy cast. 

Was lumber in an age so void of taste : 

Bat when the second Charles assum'd the sway, 

And arts reviv'd beneath a softer day, 

Ihen, like a how long forc'd into a curve. 

The ndnd, releas'd finom too constrain'd a nerve. 

Flew to it's first position with a spring, 

That made the vaulted rooft of Pleasure ring. 

His court, the dissolute and hateful school 

Of Wantonness, where vice was taught by rule, ' 

Swarm'd with a scribbling herd, as deep inlaid 

With brutal lust as ever Circe made. 

From these a long succession, in the rage 

Of rank ohaoenity, debaueh'd their age ; 
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Nor ceas'd, till, ever anxious to redress 
The abuses of her sacred charge^ the press. 
The muse instructed a well-nurtur'd tnun 
Of abler votaries to cleanse the stain. 
And claim the palm for purity of song, 
That Lewdness had usurp'd and worn so long. 
Then decent Pleasantry and sterling Sense, 
That neither gave nor wAuld endure offence, 
Whipp'd out of sight, with satire just and keen. 
The puppy pack, that had defil'd the scene. 
In front of these came Addison. In him 
Humour in holiday and sightly trim. 
Sublimity and attic taste, combin'd, 
Tu polish, furnish, and delight, the mind. 
Then Pope, as harmony itself exact. 
In verse well disciplin'd, complete, compact. 
Gave virtue and morality a grace. 
That, quite eclipsing Pleasure's- painted face. 
Levied a tax of wonder and applause, 
Ev'n on the fools that trampled on their laws. 
But he (bis musical finesse was such. 
So nice his ear, so delicate his touch) 
Made poetry a mere mechanic art ; 
And eVxy warbler has his tune by heart. 
Nature imparting her satiric gift. 
Her serious mirth, to Arbuthnot and Swift, 
With droll sobriety they rais'd a smile 
At Folly's cost, themselves unmov'd the while. 
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That eoQBtellatioB aet, the world m Yain 
Must hofte to look upon their Hke a|;uR. 

A. Are we thea left — ^B» Not wholly in the clarkj 
Wt now and then, strode smartly, shows a spark, 
Sufficienit to redeem the modam race 
From totad nigfat and absolute disgrace. 
While sorvile trick and ioiitative knack 
Confine the miUlon in the heaten track, 
Perfaapff sove oourser, who disdains the road, 
Snofi up the wind, and flings himaflf abroad. 

CoBtemp(»aries all surpass'd, see one ; 
Short his career kideed, hut ahly run ; 
Churchill ; himself unoonsdous of his pow*!!! 
In penury oonsum'd his idle hours ; 
And, like a scatter'd seed at random sown. 
Was left to spring hy Tigonr of his own. 
Lifted at length, by digni<ty of thought 
And dint of genhis, to an affluent lot. 
He laid his head in Luxufys soft lap. 
And took, too often, there his easy nap. 
If hrighter beams than^ he threw not forth, 
Twas negligence in him, not want of worth. 
Surly, and slovenly, and bold, and coarse. 
Too proud for art, and trusting in mere force. 
Spendthrift alike of money and of wit. 
Always at speed, and never drawing bit. 
He struck the lyre in such a careless mood. 
And so disdain'd the rules he understood, 
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The laurel seem'd to wait on his eominandy 
He snatch'd it rudely from the muses' hand. 
Nature, exerting an unwearied pow'r. 
Forms, opens, and gives scent to ev'ry flow Y ; 
Spreads the finesh verdure of the field, and leads 
The dandng Naiads through the dewy meads : 
She fills profuse ten thousand little throats 
With music, modulating all their notes ; 
And charms the woodland scenes, and wHds un- 
known, 
With artless airs and concerts of her own : 
But seldom (as if fbarfiil of expense) 
Vouchsafes to man a poet's just pretence — 
Fervency, fireedom, fluency of thought. 
Harmony, strength, words exquisitely sought ; 
Fancy, that fh>m the how, that spans the sky, 
Brings colours, dipp'd in Heav'n, that never di^ ; 
A soul exalted ahove Earth, a mind 
Skill'd in the characters that form mankind ; 
And, as the Sun in rising beauty dress'd. 
Looks to the westward from the dappled east, 
And marks, whatever clouds may interpose. 
Ere yet his race begins, it's glorious close ; 
An eye like his to catch the distant goal ; 
Or, ere the wheels of verse begin to roll, 
like his to shed illuminating rays 
On ev'ry scene and subject it surv^ : 
Hius grac'd, the man asserts a poet's name. 
And the world cheerfully admits the daim. 



FHy Religion has so seUbm liDund 

A ddllul guide into poetic groimd * 

The flow'rs would springwhere'er she deign'd toitra/, 

And ey'iy muae attend her in her way. 

Virtoe indeed meets many a rhyming finend. 

And maiiy a compliment politely penn'd ; 

But, unattir'd in that becoming vest 

Reli^n weaves lor her^ and half undress'd* 

Stands in the desert» shiv'ring and fbrlom, 

A wintry figure, like a withered thorn. 

The shelves are fiill» all other themes aire sped ; 

Hackney'd and worn to the last flimsy thread,. 

Satire has long unce done his best } and curst 

And loathsome Ribald^ has done his worst j 

Fancy has sported all her pow'rs away 

In tales, in trifles, and in children's play ; 

And 'tis the sad complaint, and almost true, 

Whate'er we write, we bring forth nothipg new. 

Twere new indeed to see a bard all fire, 

Tooch'd with a coal from Heav'n, assume the lyrt. 

And tell the world, still Icindling as he sung. 

With more than mortal music on bis tongue. 

That He, who died below, and reigns above. 

Inspires the song, and that his name is Love, 

Fot, af^ all, if merely to beguile. 
By flowing numbers and a flow'iy style. 
Hie tedium that the la^ rich endure, 
Wbicb now and then sweet poetiy may cure ; 
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Or, if to tee the name of idle self, 

Stamp'd on the well-hound quarto, grace the i(helf» 

To float a huhble on the breath of Fame, 

Prompt his endeavour and engage Iris lim, 

Debas'd to servile purposes of pride. 

How are the pow'rs of genius mi^ppliedl 

« 

The gift, whose office is the Giver's praise, 
To trace him in his word, his woricSy his ways ! 
Then spread the rich diicov'iy, and invite 
Mankind to share in the divine delight, 
Distorted ftvm it's use and just design. 
To make the pitiful ^MMsessor shine. 
To purchase, at the tbol-frequented ftUr 
Of vanity, a wreath for self to wear. 
Is profanation of the basest kind— 
Proof of a triflmg and a worthless mind. 
A. Hsul Stemhold, then ; and Hopldns, hail 1*— 
B. Amen. 
If flattfry, folly, 4ust, em|Aoy tSie pen-^ 
If acrimony, slander, and abuse. 
Give it a charge to blacken and traduce ; 
Though Butler's wit. Pope's numbers. Prior's ease, 
With all that fancy can invent to please. 
Adorn the polish'd periods as they fall. 
One madrigal of theirs is worth them all,' 

A. "Twould thin the raises of the poetic tribe. 
To dash the peh tlmnigh all that you proscribe. 

B. No matter—we could shift whentiiey werenot ; 
And should, no doubt, if they were all forgot. , 
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PROGRESS OF ERROUR 



Si quid loqnar andiendani. Hor, JJb» ir. Od, t. 



SiMG, muse, (if such a theme, so dark, so lonf , 
May find a muse to grace it with a son|f) 
By what unseen and unsuspected arts 
The serpent Errour twines round human hearts ; 
Tell where she lurks, beneath what flow'ry shades, 
That not a glimpse of genuine li^t pervades. 
The pois'nous, black, insinuating worm 
Saccessfolly conceals her loathsome form. 
Take, if ye can, ye careless and supine 
Counsel and caution iVom a voice like mins ! 
lYutfas, that the theorist could never reach, 
And observation taught me, I would teach. 
Not all, whose eloquence the fiuicy fills, 
Musical as the chime of tinkling riUs, 
Weak to perform, though mighty to pretend, 
Can traoe her mazy windings to their and ; 

n n 
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Piscem the fraud beneath the specious lurt. 
Prevent the danger> or prescribe the cure. 
The dear harangue, and cold as it is dear. 
Falls soporific on the listless ear ; 
like quicksilver, the rhet'ric they display - 
Shines as it runs, but graspM at slips away. 
Plac'd for his trial on this bustling stage. 
From thoughtless youth to ruminating age. 
Free in his will to choose or to refuse, 
Man may improve the crisis, or abuse ; 
Else, on the fatalist's unrighteous plan. 
Say to what bar amenable were man ? 
With nought in charge he could betray no trust;- 
And, if he fell, would fall because he must ; 
If Love reward him, or if Vengeance strike. 
His recompense in bot|i unjust alike. 
Divine authority within his breast 
Brings ev'ry thought, word, action, to the test ^ 
Warns him or prompts, approves him or restrainSy 
As Reason, or as Passion, takes the reins. 
Heaven from above, and Consdence from within. 
Cries in his startled eai^— Abstain from nn ! 
The world around solidts his desire. 
And kindles in his soul a treach'rous fire ; 
While, all his purposes and steps to guard. 
Peace follows virtue as it's sure reward ; 
And Pleasure brings us surely in her train 
Remorse, and Sorrow, and vindictive Pain, 
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Man, thus endu'd with an elcotiTe voice. 
Must be supplied with objects of his choice. 
Where'er he turns, enjoyment and delight. 
Or present, or in prospect, meet his right ; 
Those open on the spot their hone/d store ; 
These call him loudly to pursuit of more. 
His unexhausted mine the sordid vice 
Ararice shows, and virtue is the price. 
Her various motives his ambition raise— 
Pow'r, pomp, and splendour, and the thirst of praise ; 
Hiere Beauty wooes him with expanded arms ; 
Ev'n Bacchanalian madness has it's charms. 

Nor these alone, whose pleasures less relin'd 
Might well alarm the most unguarded mind. 
Seek to supplant his inexperieoc'd youth, 
Or lead him devious from the path of truth ; 
Hourly allurements on his passions press. 
Safe in themselves, but dang'rous in th' eioeai. 

Hark ! how it floats upon the dewy air ! 
what a dying, ^ng dose was there ! 
lis harmony from yon s^quester'd bow'r. 
Sweet harmoi^, that soottw the midnig^ hour! 
Long ere the chariotetv of day had run 
His morning course, th' enchantment was begun ; 
And he shall gUd yon mountain's hngfat again. 
Ere yet the pleasing toil becomes a pain. 

Is this the ragged path, the stee^ ascent. 
That Virtue point8.tio? Can a life thus spent 
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liMd to the bUu «he prondses the wise. 

Detach the soul firapi Earth, and speed hertothe ikiea ? 

Ye devotees to your ador'd employ, 

£nthu8iasts, drunk with an unreal joy, 

Love makes the music of the blest above, 

Heav'n's harmony is universal love ; 

And earthly sounds, tho* sweet and well combin'd. 

And lenient as soft opiates to the mind. 

Leave Vice and Folly unsubdu'd behind. 

Gray dawn appears ; the sportsman and his train 
Spedde the bosom of the distant plain ; 
'Tis he, the Nimrod of the ndghb'rin^ lain ; 
Save that his scent is less acute than theirs. 
For persevering chase, and headlong leaps. 
True beagle as the stannchest hound he keeps. 
Charg'd with the folly of his life's mad scene. 
He takes offence, end wonders what you meaa^ 
The Joy tiw danger and the toil o'erpay»— 
Tis exercise, and health, and length of days. 
Again impetuous to the field he flies ; 
Leaps ev'ry fence but one, thera fells and dies ; 
Like a slain deer, the tumbrel brings him home, 
Unmiss'd but by his dogs and by his groom. 

Ye clergy, wlule your ort>k is your place. 
Lights of the world, and stars of human race ; 
But if eccentric ye forsake your sphere, 
Prodi|^es ominous, and view'd with fear^ 
The comet's baneful influence is a dream ; 
Yours real and pernicious in th' extreme* 
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What tbea ! — are appetites and lusts laid down 
With tile same ease that man puts on his gown ? 
Will Av'rice and Concupiscence give place, 
Charm'd by the sounds-— Your Rev'rence, or Yonr 

Grace? 
No. But bis own engagement binds him fast ; 
Or, if it does not, brands him to the last. 
What athdsts call'him — a desigmng knave, 
k mere church juggler, hypocrite, and slave. 
Oh, laugh or mourn with me the rueftil jest, 
A cassock'd huntsman, and a fiddling priest 1 
He firom ItaSlan songsters takes lus -cue : 
Set Paul to music, he shall quote him too. 
He takes the field; the master of the pack 
Cries — Well done saint! and daps him on the back. 
Is this the path of sanctity ? Is this 
To stand a waymark in the road to bliis ? 
Himself a wand'rer firom the narrow way. 
His silly sheep what wonder if they stray ? 
Go, cast your orders at your Bishop's feet. 
Send 3rour £shoaour'd gown to Monmouth street ^ 
The sacred function in your hands is made-^ 
Sad sacrilege ! no function, but a trade ! 

Oociduus is a pastor of renown. 
When he has pray*d and preach'd the sabbath down^ 
With wire and catgut he concludes the day, 
Quav'ring and semiquav'ring care away. 
The fiill concerto swells upon your ear ; 
AU elbows shake. Look in, and you woiM swea? 
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The Babylonian tyrant with a nod. 

Had summon'd tbein to serve his golden God. 

So well that thought th* employment seems to sutt, 

Fsalt'iy and sackbut, dulcimer and flute. 

O fie ! 'tis evangelical and pure : 

Observe each £fice, how sober and demure ! 

Ecstasy sets her stamp on ev'ry mien ; . 

Chins £all'n, and not an eyeball to be seen. 

Still I insist, though music heretofore 

Has charm'd me much, (not ev'n Ocdduus more) 

Lfiive, joy, and peace make harmony more meet 

For sabbath ev'nings, and perhaps as sweft. 

Will not the sickliest sheep of ev'ry flock 
Resort to this example as a rock ; 
There stand, and justify the foul ab^se 
Of sabbath hours with plausibly excuse ; 
If apostolic gravity be free 
To play the fool on Sundays, why not wf } 
If he the tinkling harpsichord regud« 
As inoflfensive, what offence in cards ? 
Strike up the fiddles, let us all be fay> 
Laymen have leave to dance, if parsons pUy« 

Oh Italy !— Thy sabbaths will be soon 
Our sabbaths, closed with mumm'iy and buffoon. 
Preaching and pranks will share the motley 8cene> 
Ours parcdl'd out, as thine hav^ ever beeuj 
God's worship and the mountebank between. 
What says the prophet ? Let that day be blei|t 
With holiness and consecrated rest. 






Ftttmie and lyasmeas both it sUould exclude. 
And bar the door the moment they intrude : 
Nobly distinguished above all the »x 
By deeds^ in which the world must never mix. 
Hear him again. He calls it a delight^ 
A day of luxury obsenr'd aright. 
When the glad soul is made HeaY'n's welcome guesty 
Sits banquetting, and God pr o vides the featt. 
But triflers are engaged and cannot come ; 
Their answer to the call is-— Ar«# ai kvme, 
O the dear pleasures of the velvet pfaun. 
The painted tablets, dealt and dealt again ! 
Caids with what rapture, and the polish'd die^ 
The yawning chasm of indolence supply ! 
Then to the dance, and make the sober moon 
Witness of jojs that shun the sight of noon. 
Blame, cjmic, if you can, quadrille or ball, 
The snug close party, or the splendid hall. 
Where Night, down-stooping iWmi her ebon throne, 
Views constellations brighter than her own. 
Tis innocent, and harmless, and refin'd. 
The balm of care, Elysium of the mind. 
Innocent! Oh if venerable Time 
Slain at the foot of Pleasure be no crime, 
Then, with his rilTcr beard and magic wand. 
Let Comus rise archbishop of the land ; 
Let him your rubric and your feasts prssaribe. 
Grand metropolitan of all the tribe. 
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Of mannem rough, and coarse atUetic •cast. 
The raidc dehauch suits Clo^io's filthy taste^ 
RufiUus, exquisitely fonb'd by Foley 
Not of the moral but the dancih« school. 
Wonders at Clio's follies, in a tone 
As tragical, as others at his own. 
He cannot drink five bottles, bilk the soorey 
Then kill a constable, and drink five more ; 
But he can- draw a iwtteni, make a tart. 
And has the ladies' etiquette by heart. 
Go, fool ; and, arm in arm with Clodio> plead 
Your cause before a bar you little dread ; 
But know, the law, that bids the drunkard die. 
Is far too just to pass the trifler by. 
Both baby'featur'd/.and of infant si^e, 
View'd firom a distance, and with heedless eyes. 
Folly and Innocence are so alike. 
The difPrence, though essential, fails^to strike. 
Yet Folly ever has a vacant stare, 
A simp'ring count'nance, and a trifling air ; 
But Innocence, sedate, serene, erect. 
Delights us, by engaging our respect. 
Mas, Nature's guest fay invitation, sweet. 
Receives finom her both appetite and treat $ 
But, if he play the glutton and exceed,. 
His benefactress blushes at the deed. 
For Nature, mce, as lib'ral to dispense, . 
Made nothing but a brute the slave of sense. 
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Daniel ate pulse by dioice— example rare 1 
HeaT'nbless'dtheyoothi andmadehim fireshand £yr. 
GorgoniuB ata, abdominous and wan, 
like a &t scfuab upon a Chinese &n : 
He snuflb far off th' anticipated joy ; 
Turtle and ven'son all bis tboughts employ ; 
Prepares for meals as joddes take a sweat. 
Oh, nauseous !>— «n emetic for a wbet ! 
Will Providence o'erlook tbe wasted good ? 
Temperance were no virtue if he could. 

That pleasures, therefore, or what such we call. 
Axe hurtful, is a truth confess'd by all. 
And some, that seem to threaten virtue less. 
Still burtfiil in th' abuse, or by th' excess. 

Is man then only for his tinrment plac'd 
The centre of deUghts he may not taste ? 
like &bled Tantalus, oondemn'd to hear 
The precious stream still purling in his ear, 
lip-deep in what he longs li>r, tsad yet cunt 
With prohibition, and perpetual thirst ? 
No, wraofl^ep— destitute of shame and sense. 
The precept, that eqjoinB bun abstinence. 
Forbids him none but the licentious joy, « 

Whose firuit, though fiiir, tempts only to destroy, 
Bemorse, the fatal egg by Pleasure laid 
Ir ev'iy bosom where her nest is made 
Hatch'd by the beams of truth denies him rest. 
And proi*es a raging scorpion in his breast. 

E 
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Nu pleasure ? Are ilomestie oomforts dead ^ 
Are all the nameless sweets of friendship fled ^ 
Hiis time worn out, or fuibaxm put to shame. 
Good sense, good health, goodoonscienGe, and good 

fame'? 
All these belong to Tirtoe, and all i»OTe, 
Thttt virtue has a title to jtna loye. 
Rave you no touch of pity, that^ the poor 
Stand starv'd at your inhoiqntable door ? 
Or if yourself too scantily supplied 
Need help, let honest indostiy provide. 
Earn, if you want ; if you abound, impart : 
These both are pleasures to the feeling heart.' 
No pleasure ? has some sickly eastern waste 
Sent us a wind to parch us at a blast ? 
Can British PSradise no scenes afford 
To please her sated and tncBfifrent lord? 
Are sweet philosophy's enjoyments run 
Quite to the lees ? And has religion none ? 
Brutes capable would teD yon 'tis a lie. 
And judge you from the kennel and the stye. 
Delights like these, ye sensual and profene. 
Ye are bid, begg*d, beseug^ to enteitain ; 
Caird to these crystal streams, do ye turn off 
Obscene to swill and swallow at a trougl^ ? 
Envy the beast then, on whom Heaiv'n bestows 
Your pleasures, with no curses in the close. 

Pleasure admitted in undue degree 
Enslaves tha will, nor leaves the judgment free. 
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Tls not alone the grape's entidog Juice, 
Unnerves the nx>ral pow'rsy and man their use ; 
Ambition, aVrice, and the lust of fame. 
And woman, lovely woman, does the same. 
The beart, surrender'd to the ruling pow'r 
Of s(»ie ungOTem'd passion ev'iy hour. 
Finds by degrees the truths, that once hore sway. 
And all their deep impressions, wear away ; 
So coin grows smooth, in traffic current pass'd* 
nil Ctesar's unage is efl^*d at last. 

The breach, tho' small at first, soon op'nipg wide^ 
In rushes folly with a full-moon tide, 
Th^i welcome errours of whatever size. 
To justify it by a thousand lies. 
As creeping ivy clings to wood or stone. 
And hides the ruin that it feeds upon ; 
So sopfaistiy cleaves close to and {Nroteets 
Sin*s rotten trunk, eonceiding it's defects. 
Mortals, whose pleasures am their only care. 
First wish to he impos'd on, and then are. 
And, lest the fblsome artifice should fail. 
Themselves will hide it's coarseness with a veil. 
Not more industrious are the Just and true. 
To give to Virtue what is ^rtue's due— 
The praiae of wisdom, coqueliness, and worth. 
And call her diarms to public notice forlh*^ 
Than Vice's mean and disingenuous race. 
To hide the shocking fiiatufes ofher fiwie. 
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Her foim with dress and lotion they repair ; 
Then kiss their idol, and pronounce her fair. 

The sacred implement I now employ 
Might prove a mischief, ur at best a toy ; 
A trifle, if it move but to amuse $ 
But, if to wrong the judgment and abuse. 
Worse than a poniard in the basest hand, 
It stabs at once the morals of a land. 

Ye writers of what none with safety reads ; 
Footing it in the dance that Fancy leads ; 
Ye novelists, who mar what ye would mend, 
Sniv'llmg and driv'lling folly without end ; 
Whose corresponding misses fill the ream 
With sentimental firippery and dream. 
Caught in a delicate soft silken net 
By some lewd earl, or rakehell baronet : 
Ye pimps, who under virtue's fair pretence. 
Steal to the closet of young innocence. 
And teach her, unezperienc'd yet and green, 
To scribble as yoii scribbled at fifteen ; 
Who, kindling a combustion of desire. 
With some cold moral think to quench the fire ; 
Though all your engineering proves in vain. 
The dribbling stream ne'er puts it out again : 
O that a verse had pow'r, and oould command 
Far, far away these flesh-flies of the land ; 
Who fasten, without mercy on the £ur. 
And suck, and leave a craving maggot there I 
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Howe'er disgvus'd th' inflammatoiy tale. 
And cover'd with a fine-spun spedous veil ; 
Such writers, and sudi readers, owe the gust 
And relish of their pleasure all to lust. 

But the muse, eag^le-pinion'd, has in view 
A quarry more important still than you ; 
Down, down the wind she swims, and sails awaj, 
Now stoops upon it, and now grasps the prey. 

Petronius ! all the muses weep for thee ; 
But ev'ry tear shall scald thy memoiy : 
The graces too, while Viktue at their shrine 
Lay bleeding under that soft hand of thine. 
Felt each a mortal stab in her own breast, 
Abhorr'd the sacrifice, and curs'd the priest. 
Thou polish'd and higfa-finish'd toe to truth, 
Graybeard corrupter of our list'ning youth. 
To purge and skim away the filth of vice. 
That so refin'd it might the more entice. 
Then pour it on the morals of thy son ; 
To taint his heart, was worthy of thine own / 
Now, while the poison all high life pervades. 
Write, if thou canst, one letter firom the shades, 
One, and one only, chaxg'd with deep regret, 
Tiiat thy worse part, thy prindples, live yet j 
One sad epistle thence may cure mankind 
Of the plague spread by bundles left behind. 
'Tis granted, and no plainer truth appears. 
Our most impcHrtant are our earliest years ; 

m 3 
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The Mind, impressible and soft, with ease 
Imbibes and copies what she heara and sees. 
And through life's labyrinth holds fast the dew. 
That Education gives her, fiedse or true. 
Plants rais'd with tenderness are seldom strong ; 
Man's coltish dispusition asks the thong ; 
And without discipline the fev'rite diild. 
Like a neglected forester, runs wild. 
But we, as, if good qualities would grow 
Spontaneous, take but little pains to sow ; 
We give some Latin, and a smatch of Greek i 
Teach him to fence and figure twice a week ; 
And having done, we thinks the best we can, 
Pruse his proficiency, and dub him man. 

From school to Cam or bis, and tkenoe home ; 
And thence with all convenient speed to Rome, 
With rev'rend tutor dad in habit lay. 
To tease for cash, and quarrel with all day ; 
With memorandum»boc^ for ev'ry town. 
And ev'ry post, and where the chaise broke down ; 
His stock, a few French phrases got by heart. 
With much to learn, but nothing to impart. 
The yoath, obedient to his sire's commands. 
Sets off a wand'rer into foreign lands. 
Surpris'd at all they meet, the gosling pair. 
With awkward gait, stcetch'd nedc, and silly stare^ 
Discover huge cathedrals built with stone, 
And steeplit tow'ring bif^ maek like our own ; 
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Bat show peculiar light by many a grin 
At popish practices obsenr'd within. 

Ere long some bowing, smirking, smart abb^ 
Remarks two lolt'ren, that have lost their way; 
And being always prim'd with poUteue 
For men of their appearance and address. 
With much compassion undertakes the task. 
To t^ them more than they have wit to ask ; 
PointB to inscnpttons^wfaeresoe'er they tread, 
Such as, when legible, were never read. 
But, being canker'd now and half worn out. 
Craze antiquarian bndns with endless doubt; 
Some headless hero, or some Csesar shows- 
Defective only in Ids Roman nose; 
Eihibits elevations, drawings, plans. 
Models of Herculanean pots and pans; 
And sells them medals, which, if neither rarc» 
Nor andent, will be so, prsstrv'd with cax«. 
Strange the recital! ftpm whatever cause 
His great improvement and new li|^ he draw% 
The squire, once bashfiil, is shamefae'd no mor^ 
But teems with pow'rs he nev6r felt before: 
Whether inereas'd momcntom, and the force. 
With which lh>m dime todime he sped his count, 
(As axles sometimes kindle as they go) 
Chaf d him, and bixmght duU nature to a glow ; 
Or whether dearer skisa and softer air. 
That make Italian flow'n so sweet and foir. 
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Fresh'ning his lazy spirits as he ran. 
Unfolded genially and spread the man ; 
Returning he proclaims by many a grace, 
By shrugs and strange contortions of his face, 
How much a dunce, that has been sent to roam. 
Excels a dunce, that has been kept at home. 

Accomplishments have taken virtue's place. 
And wisdom falls before exterior grace : 
We slight the precious kernel of the stone. 
And toil to polish it's rough coat alone. 
A just deportment, manners grac'd with ease. 
Elegant phrase, and figure form'd to please. 
Are qualities, that seem to comprehend 
Whatever parents, guardians, schools, intend; 
Hence an unfnmish'd .and a listless mind. 
Though busy, trifling; empty, though refin'd; 
Hence all that4nterfeffes, and dares to dash 
With indolence and kmiiy, is trash: 
While learning, once the man's ei^dusive pride. 
Seems verging fast towards the female side. 
Learning itself, reoeiv'd into a mind 
By nature weak, or Viciously wclin'd» 
Serves but to lead philosophers astray. 
Where children would with ease dtscem the way. 
And of all arts sagacious dupes invent. 
To dieat themselves and gain the world's assent 
The worst is--Seripture warpM from it's intent 

The carriage bowls along, and all are pleas'd 
If Tom be sober, and the wheels well greas'd ; 
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But if the rogue have gone a cup too far. 

Left out bis linchpin, or forgot his tar, 

h suffers interruption and delay. 

And meets with hindrance in the smoothest way. 

When some hjrpothesis absurd uid vain 

Has fill'd with all it's fumes a entices brain, 

The text, that sorts not with his darling whim. 

Though plain to others, is obscure to him. 

The will made subject to a lawless force, 

AH is irregular and out of course ; 

And Judgment drunk, and bribed to lose his way, 

Winlcs hard, and talks of darkness at noonday. 

A critic on the sacred book should be 
Candid and leam'd, dispassionate and frae : 
Free firom the wayward bias bigots feel, 
Fh>m foncy's influence, and intemp'rate zeal : 
But above all, (or let the wretch refrain, 
Nor touch the page he cannot but profane) 
Free firom the domineering pow'r of lust ; 
A lewd interpreter is never just. 

How shall I speak thee, or thy pow'r address, 
Thou god of our idolatry, the Press ? 
By thee religion, liberty, and laws. 
Exert their influence, and advance their cause ; 
By thee worse plagues than Pharaoh's land befel, 
Difius'd, make Earth the vestibule of Hell ; 
Thou fountain, at wluch drink the good and wise ; 
Thou ever bubbling spring of endless lies ; 
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like Eden'f dread probationaiy tree, 
Knuwledf^ of good and evil is finom thee. 

No wild enthusiast ever yet could rest^ 
Till half mankind were like himself po8sesa*d. 
Fhilosophen» whotburken and put out 
Eternal truth by everlasting doubt ; 
Church quacks, with passions under no oommand. 
Who fill the world with doctrines contraband^ 
Discov'rers of they know not what, oonfin*d 
Within no bounds-^the blind that lead the blind ; 
To streams of popular opinion drawn. 
Deposit in those shallows all their spawn. 
The wriggling fry soon fill the creeks around, 
Pois'ning the waters where their swarms abound. 
Scom*d by the nobler tenants of the flood, 
Minnows and gudgeons gorge th' unwholesome food. 
The propagated myriads spread so fiist» 
Ev'n Lewenhoeck himself would stand aghast, 
Employ'd to calculate th' enormous sum. 
And own his crab-computing pow'rs o'ercome. 
Is this hyperbole ? The world well known. 
Your sober thoughts will hardly find it one* 

Fresh confidence the speculatist takes 
From ev'ty hair-brain'd proselyte he makes ; 
And therefore prints. Himself but half deoeiT*df 
Till others have the soothing tale believ'd* 
Hence comment after comment spun as fine 
As bloated spidan draw the flimsy line. 
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Henee the mne word, that bids our luitB obejr. 

Is mltapplied to sanctify their sway. 

If stabbom Greek refuse to be his fkieudf 

Hebrew or Syriac sbaU be Ibrc'd to bend : 

If languages and copies all cry, Nf>^ 

Somebo^ pirov'd it centuries ago. 

like trout pursued, the critic in despair 

Darts to the mud, and finds fak safety there . 

Womaoy whom custom has forbid to fly 

The scholar's pitefay (the scholar beat knows why) 

With all the simple and unletter*d poor. 

Admire his learning, and almost adore. 

Whoever errs, the priest can ne'er be wrongs 

With such fine words familiar to his tongue. 

Ye ladies ! (for indiffrent in your causf ^ 
I should deserve to forfeit all applause) 
Whatever shodcs or gives the least offence 
To virtue, delicacy, truth, or sense, 
(Try the criterion, 'tis a feitliful guide) 
Nor has, nor can have, Scri^Mure on it's side. 

None but an author knows an author's cares. 
Or Fancy's fondness for the child she bean. 
Committed once into the public arms. 
The baby seems to smile with added charms. 
LSce something precious ventured far from shore, 
Tis valued for the dangu^s sake the more. 
He views it with complacency supreme, 
SoUciU kind attMitHHH to bis dvaam; 
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And daily more enamour'd of the cheat. 
Kneels, and asks HeaVn to bless the dear de«eit. 
So one, whose story serves at least to show 
Men lov'd their own productions long ago, 
Woo'd an unfeeling statue for his wife. 
Nor rested tiU the gods had giVn it life. 
If some mere driv'ller suck the sugar'd fib. 
One that sdll needs his leading string and bib, 
Axkd prsdse his genius, he is soon repaid 
In praise applied to the same part— his head : 
For 'tis a rule, that holds for ever true. 
Grant me discernment, and I grant it you. 

Patient of contradiction as a child, 
Affiftble, humble, ^Uffident, and mild ; 
Such was sir Isaac, and such Boyle and Locke : 
Your blund'rer is as sturdy as a rock. 
The creature is so sure to kick and bite, 
A muleteer's the man to set him right. 
First Appetite enlists him Truth's sworn foe, 
Then obstinate Self-will confirms him so. 
Tell him he wanders ; that his errour leads 
To fatal ills ; that, though the path he treads 
Be flow'ry, and he see no cause of fear. 
Death and the pains of Hell attend him there t 
In vain ; the slave of arrogance and pride. 
He has no hearing on the prudent side. 
His still refiited quirks he still repeats ; 
New rais'd objections with new quibbles meets $ 



TEIB PR0OKE8S OF BI|ROUR« 49 

Till, ?tnlg8wg in the qiucksand he defends^ 
He dies disputing, and the contest end^- 
But not the mischieft ; they, still left behind 
Like thistle-seeds, are sown by ev'ry wind. 

Thus men go wrong with an ingenious skill ; 
Bend the straight rule to their own crooked will i 
And with a dear and shining lamp supplied. 
First put it out, then take it for a guide. 
Halting on crutches of unequal size. 
One leg by truth supported, one by lies ; 
Ihey sidle to the goal with awkward pace. 
Secure of nothing—but to lose the race. 

Faults in the life breed errours in the brain 
And these reciprocally those again. 
The mind and conduct mutually imprint 
And stamp their image in each other's mint : 
Each, rire and dam, of an infernal race. 
Begetting and conceiving all that* s base. 

None sends his arrow to the mark in view. 
Whose hand is feeble, or his aim untrue. 
For though, ere yet the shaft is on the wing. 
Or when it first forsakes tV elastic string. 
It err but little from th' intended line. 
It falls at last far wide of his design : 
So he, who seeks a mansion in the sky. 
Must watch his purpose with a stedfast eye ; 
That prize belongs to none but the sincere. 
The leas^ obliquity is fatal here. 

F 
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With caution taste the sweet Grcean cup : 
He that sips often^ at last drinks it up. 
Habits are soon assum'd ; but when we strive 
To strip them off, 'tis bein^ fla/d alive. 
Caird to the temple of impure delight. 
He that abstains, and he alone, does right. 
If a wish wander that way, call it home ; 
He cannot long be safe whose wishes roam. 
But, if you pass the threshold, you are caught ; 
Die then, if pow'r Almighty save you not. 
There hard'ning by degrees, till double steel'd. 
Take leave of nature's God, and God reveal'd $ 
Then laugh at all you trembled at before ; 
And, Joining the f^ree-thinkers' brutal roar. 
Swallow the two grand nostrums they dispense-^ 
That Scripture lies, and blasphemy is sense. 
If clemency revolted by abuse 
Be damnable, then damn'd without excuse. 

Some dream that they can silence, when they will^ 
The storm of passion, and say, Peaccy be stiti; 
But '* Thuifar and rut farther y* when address'd 
To the wild wave, or wilder human breast, - 
Implies authority that never can. 
That never ought to be the lot of man. 

But muse forbear ; long flights forebode a fall y 
Strike on the deep-ton'd chord the sum uf all. 

Hear the just law — the judgment of the skies ! 
He that hates truth shall be the dupe of lies : 
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And he that witt be.dieated to the last, 
Dehuions strong as Hell shall bind him tut. 
But if the wand'rer his mistake dtsoeni» 
Judge his own ways, aad si|^ for a retun, 
Bevilder'd onoe, nrast he bewail his loss 
For ever and for ever ? No>-4he cross ! 
Tbere and there only (thou|^ the detit rave* 
And atheisty if Earth bear so base a slRTe) ; 
There and there only is the pow'r to save. 
There no delusiTe hope invites despair ; 
No mock'iy meets yoa, no deception there. 
The spells and charmsy that blinded you before^ 
All vanish there, and fasHnatf no mote. 

I am no preacher^ let this faint suffice— 
The cross once seen is death to ev'iy vice : 
Else he that hung tbere suffered all his pain, 
Bledy groan'dy and agMiis'49 and died, in ^-aia. 
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]\1an9 on the dubious waves of errour toss'd. 
His ship half founder'd, and bis compass lost^ 
Sees, tar as human optics may oommandy 
A sleeping fog, and fancies it dry land : 
Spreads all his canvass, ev'ry sinew plies ; 
Pants for't, aims at it, enters it,'- and dies ! 
Then farewell all self-satisfying schemes. 
His well built systems, philosophic dreams ; 
Deceitful views of future bliss fiurewell * 
He reads his sentence at the flames of HeU. 
Hard lot of man— to toil for the reward 
Of virtue, and yet lose it ! Wherefore hard ?— 
He that would win the race must guide his hone 
Obedient to the customs of the course ; 
Else, though imequall'd to the goal he flies, 
A meaner than himself shall gain the priae. 
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Graee leads the right way : if you choose the mrong. 
Take it and perish ; but restrain jour tongue ; 
Chai^ noty with light sufficient, and left free» 
Your wilful suicide on God's decreok 

O how unlike the complex works of nun, 
Heay'n's easy, ardess, unincumbered plan ! 
No meretricious graces to beguile. 
No dust'ring ornaments to dog che pile ; 
From ostentation as from weakness free. 
It stands like the cerulean arch we see, 
Mi^estic in if s own simplidty. 
Inscribed above the portal, fix>m afrv 
Conspicuous as the brightness of a star. 
Legible only by the light they give. 
Stand the soul-quick'ningwords^-BBLiBTB and livb. 
Too many, shock'd at whatshould diarm them most. 
Despise the plain direction, and are lost 
Heav'n on sudi terms ! (they cry with proud disdain) 
Imaredible, impossible, and vain !— <• 
Rebel, because 'tis easy to obey ; 
And scorn, for it's own sake, the gracious way. 
These are the sober, in whose cooler brains 
Some thought of immortality remains ; 
The rest too busy or too gay to wait 
On the sad theme, their everlasting state, 
Sport for a day, and perish in a mgfat. 
The foam upon the waters not so light. 

Who judged the pharisee ? What odious cause 
Ezpos'd him to the Tcngeance of the laws ? 
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Had he laduc'd a Tirginy wronged a.friend» 

Or stabb'd a man to serve some private end ? 

'Was blasphemy his sin ? Or did he stray 

From the strict duties of the sacred day ? 

Sit long and late at the carousing board? 

(Such were the sins with which he charged his Lord.) 

Ko— 4he man's monds were exact, what then ? 

'Twas his ambition to be seen of men ; 

His virtues were his pride ; and that one vice 

Made all his virtues gewgaws of no price ; 

He wore them as fine trappings for a show» 

A praying, synagogne-frequenting, beau. 

The self-applauding bird, the peacock so a ■ 
Mark what a sumptuous pharisee is he ! 
Meridian son-beams tempt him to unfold 
His radiant glories, azure, green, and gold : 
He treads as if, some solemn music near. 
His measur'd step were govem'd by his ear ; 
And seems to say— -Ye meaner fowl, give place, 
I am all splendour, dignity, and grace ! 

Not so the pheasant on his charms presume*. 
Though he too has a glory in his plumes. 
He, christianHke, sttreats with modest mien 
To the close copse, or for sequestered green. 
And shines without desiring to be seen. 
The plea of works, as arrogant and vain, 
Heav'n turns firom with abhorranoe and disdain ; 
Not more affronted by avow'd neglect. 
Than by the mere dissembler's feign'd respect. 
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Wbat is all rigbteouinefls tbat men devise ? 
What-^ot a sordid bargain for the skies ? 
But Christ as soon would abdicate .his own* 
As stoop firom Heav'n to sell the proud a throne. 

His dwelling a recess in some rude rock, 
Book, beads, and m^le-dish, his meagre stock ; 
In shirt of hair and weeds of canvass dress'd. 
Girt with a bell-rope that the pope has bleM*d ; 
Adust with stripes told oat for ev'iy crime. 
And sore tormented long belike his time ; 
His pray'r preferr'd to saints that cannot aid ; 
His praise postpon'd, and never to be paid ; 
See the sage hermit, by mankind admir'd. 
With all that bigotry adopts inspired. 
Wearing out life in his religious whim. 
Till his religious whimsy wears out him. 
His works, his absdnenoe, his zeal allow'd. 
You think him hnmb lo C od accounts him proud ; 
High in demand, though lowly in pretence, 
Of all his conduct this the genuine sense— 
My penitential "tripes, my streaming blood. 
Have purchas'd Heav'n, and prove my title good. 

Turn eastward now, and Fam^ shall iHpply 
To your weak sig^t her telesoquc eye. 
The bramin kindles on his own bare head 
The sacred fire, sdf-torturing his trade. 
His voluntaiy pains, severe and long. 
Would give % barb'rous air to British song ; 
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No grand inquisitor could worse invent, 
Than he contrives to suffer well content. 

Which is the saintlier worthy of the two ? 
Past all dispute, yon anchorite, say you. 
Your sentence and mine diflfer. What's a name f 
I say the hramin has the hirer clum. 
If suff*ring8, Seripture no where recommends^ 
Devis'd hy self to answer selfish ends. 
Give saintship, then all Europe must agree 
Ten starv'Ung^ hermits suffer less than he. 

The truth is (if the truth may suit your ear. 
And prejudice have left a passage clear) 
Pride has attained it's most luxuriant growth, 
And poison'd ev'ry virtue in them both. 
Pride may be pamper'd while the flesh grows lean ; 
Humility may clothe an English dean ; 
That grace was Cowper's— his, confessed by ail- 
Though plac'd in golden Durham's second stall. 
Not all the plenty of a bishop's board. 
His palace, and his lacqueys, and ** My Lord," 
More nourish pride, that condescending vice. 
Than abstinence, and beggary, and lice ; 
It thrives in mis'ry, and abundant grows : 
In mis'iy fools upon themselves impose. 

But why before us protestants produce 
An Indian mystic, or a French recluse 
Their sin is plain ; but what have we to fear, 
Reform'd and well instracled ? You shall hear. 
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Ton ancient prude, whose wfther*!! featurei show 
She might be ycmng some forty years ago. 
Her elbows pinion'd close upon her hips. 
Her head erect, her fiui upon her lips. 
Her eye-brows arch'd, her eyes both gone astray 
To watch yon am'rous couple in their play. 
With bony and unkerchief d neck defies 
The rude indemency c»f wintiy skies. 
And sails with lappet-head and mincing airs 
Duly at chink of bell to morning pray'rs. 
To thrift and partimony much inclin'd« 
She yet allows herself that boy behind ; 
The shiv'ring urchin, bending as he goes. 
With slipshod heels, and dewdrup at his nose ; 
His predecessor's coat advanc'd to wear. 
Which future pages yet are doom'd to share, 
Carries her Bible tuck'd beneath his arm. 
And hides his hands to k^ his fingers warm. 

She, half an angel in her own account. 
Doubts not hereafter with the saints to mount. 
Though not a grace appears on strictest search. 
But that she fasts, and item, goes to church. 
Consdous of age she recoUects her youth. 
And tells, not always with an eye to truth, 
Who spann'd her waist, and who, where'er he came, 
Scrawl'd upon glass miss Bridget's lorely name ; 
Who stole her slipper, fiU'd it with tokay, 
And drank the little bumper er'ry day. 
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Of temper u envenom'd as an agp. 

Censorious^ and her ev'iy word a wasp ; 

In faithful mem'ry she records the erimes 

Or real, or fictitious, of the times ; . 

Laughs at the reputations she has torn. 

And holdi them dangling at arm's length in scora. 

Sudi.are the fruits of sanctimonious pride. 
Of malice fed while flesh is mortified : 
Take, Madam, the reward of all your pra/rs. 
Where hermits and where bramins meet with theirs ; 
Your portion is with themd— Nay» never frown. 
But, if you please, some fathoms lower down. 

Artist attend— your brushes and your paint-^ 
I'Toduce them—* take a diaiiw.-BOW draw a saint. 
Oh sorrowful and sad ! the streaming teaia 
Channel her dieeka— a I^be appears.! 
Is this a saint ? Throw tints and all awajr— 
True Piety is cheerful as the day, 
Will weep indeed and heave a pi^ring groan 
For others' woes, hut smiles upon her own. 

What purpose has the King of saints in view ? 
Why falls the Gospel like a gracious dew ? 
To call up plenty from the teeming earth. 
Or curse the desert widi a tenfold dearth? 
Is it that Adam's oflkpring may be sav'd 
From servile fbar, or be the more enslav'd } 
To loose the links, that gall'd mankind before. 
Or bind tJiem liuter on, and add still more ? 
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The tnehom ChristiaB has no diaias to prove» 
Or, if a chain, the golden one of love : 
No fear attends to quench his glowing fires. 
What fiear he feels his gratitude in^nres. 
Shall he, lor such deliy'ranee freely wrought, 
Recompense ill ? He trembles at the thought. 
His master's int'rest and his own oomUn'd 
Fronipt ev'ry movement of his heart and mind ■ 
Thought, word and deed, his liberty evince. 
His freedom is the freedom of a prince. 

Man's obligations infinite, of course 
His tife should prove that he perceives their force ; 
His utmost he can render is but small— 
The principle and motive all in all. 
You have two servants— Tom, an arch, sly rogue, 
From top to toe the Geta now in vogue. 
Genteel in figure, easy in address. 
Moves without ncnse, and swift as an express. 
Reports a message with a pleasing grace. 
Expert in all the duties of his place; 
Say, on what hinge does his obedience move ? 
Has he a world of gratitude and love ? 
No, not a spark— *tk all mere sharper's play ; 
He likes your house, your housemaid, and your pay ; 
Reduce his wages, or get rid of her, 
Tom quits you, witb— Your most obedient. Sir. 

The dinner serv'd, Charles takes 1^ usual stand. 
Watches your eye, antkipatcs command ; 
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Siglis if perhaps your appetite should £ul ; 
And if he hut suspects a firown, turns pale ^ 
G>nsults all day your int'rest and your ease. 
Richly rewarded if he can but please ; 
Andy proud to make his firm attachment known. 
To save your life would nobly risk his own. 

Now whichstands highest in your serious thought? 
Charles, without doubt, say you— and so he ouf^t ; 
One act, that firom a thankful heart proceeds. 
Excels ten thousand mercenary deeds. 

Thus Heay'n approves as honest and sincere 
The work of gen'rous love and filial fear ; 
But with averted eyes th' omniscient Judge 
Scorns the base hireling, and the slavish drudge. 

Where dwellthesematchle8ssaints?-~K)ld Curio cries* ) 
Ev'n at your side. Sir, and before your eyes, > 

The fiivour'd few— 4h' enthusiasts you despise. 3, 
And pleas'd at heart because on holy ground 
Sometimes a canting hypocrite is found. 
Reproach a people with his single fell. 
And cast his fiKhy raiment at them all. 
Attend !*-an apt similitude shall show 
Whence springs the conduct that offends you so. 
See where it smokes along the sounding plain. 
Blown all aslant, a driving, dashing rain, 
Peal upon peal redoubling all around, 
•Shakes it again and fester to the ground ; 
Now flashing wide, now glancing as in play. 
Swift beyond thought the lightnings dart away. 
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Ere yet it came the traVUer ui^d Us steed. 
And bnBTied, Irat with unsucceaBfol speed ; 
Now drench'd tbrougfaottt, and hopeless of his case. 
He diiops the rein> and leaves him to his pace. 
Suppose, nnlook'd for in a scene so rude, 
Idmg hid hy interposing hill or wood. 
Some mansion, neat and elegantly dress'd, 
By some kind hosfntable heart possessed, 
Offer him warmth, security, and rest ; 
lliink with what pleasure, safe and at his ease. 
He hears the tempest howHng in the trees ; 
What glowing thanks hii lips and heart employ. 
While danger past is tnm'd to present joy. 
So Cures it with the sinner, when he feek 
A growing dread of rengeance at his heels : 
His conscience, like a glassy lake hefore, 
Lash'd into foaming waves begins to roar ; 
The law grown damorons, though silent long. 
Arraigns him— charges him with ev'ry wrong- 
Asserts the rights of his offended Lord, 
And death or restitution is the word : 
The last impossible, he fears the first. 
And, having well deserv'd, expects the wont. 
Then welcome refuge, and a peaceful home ; 
Oh for a shelter from the wrath to come ! 
Crash me ye rocks ; ye felling mountains hide, 
Or buy me in ocean's angry tide.^— 

o 
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The scrutiny of those all-seetn^ eyes 
I dare not — ^And you need not, Y3od replka ; 
The remedy you want I freely gire: 
The book shall teach you-^read, helfere, aad life * 
'Tis don&— 4he raging storm is heard no more^ 
Mercy receives him on her peaceful Aon : 
And Justice, guardian of the dread oommand. 
Drops the red vengeaaoe Irom his willing band. 
A soul redeemed demands a lilie of praise ; 
Hence the compleiion of his ftitnre days. 
Hence a demeanour holy and unspeek'd. 
And the world's hatred,, as it*s sure eflfect. 

Some lead a life unblamable and just. 
Their own dear virtue their unshaken trust * 
They never 8in>— or if (as all ofiend) 
Some trivial slips their daily walk attend. 
The poor are near at hand, the charge ia small^ 
A blight gratuity atones for all. 
For though the pope has lost his int'rest here. 
And pardons are not sold as once they were. 
No papist more desirous to compound. 
Than some grave sinners upon English ground. 
Tliat plea refiited, other quirks they seek--- 
Mercy is infinite, and man is weak ; 
The future shall obliterate the past. 
And Heav'n no doubt shall be their home at last. 

Come then— a still, small whisper in your 
He has no hope who never had a fear ; 
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He may perfaaf»--perha{» he majf*— too late. 

Hie path to bliss abounds with many a snare ; 
l<raming is one^ and wit, however rare. 
The Frenchman, fint in literaiy fiune, 
(Mention him if you please. Voltaire ?r-The same.) 
With spirit, femus, ek>qaenoe, supplied, 
IdT'd long, wrote much, laugh'd heartily, and died ; 
The Scripture was his jest-boolc, whence he drew 
Bon mots to gall the Christian and the Jew ; 
An infidel in health, but what when sick ? 
Oh — then a text would touch him at the ipuck : 
View him at Paris in his last career. 
Surrounding throngs the demigod revere, 
FiTaited on his pedestal of pride. 
And ium*d with frankincense on ev'ry side» 
He begs their flatt'xy with his latest breath. 
And smother'd in't at last, is prais'd to death. 

Yon cottager, who weaves at her own door, 
FUlow and bobbins all her little store ; 
Content though mean, and cheerful if not gay. 
Shuffling her threads about the livelong day. 
Just earns a scanty- pittance, and at ni|^t 
lies down secure, her heart and pocket light } 
She, for her humble sphere by nature fit. 
Has little understanding, and no wit. 
Receives no praise ; but, though' her lot be suchf- 
(Toilsome and indigent) she renders much ; 
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Just knowti aad knows no more, her Bible true— 
A truth the brilliuit Frendiman never knew ; 
And in that charter reads with sparklinf^ eyes 
Her title to a treasure in the skies. 

O happy peasant! Oh unhappy bard ! 
His the mere tinsel, hers the rich reward ; 
He prais'd perh^is for ages yet to come. 
She never heard of half a mile from home : 
He lost in ^rrours his vain heart prefers. 
She safe in the simplicity of hers. 

Not many wise, rich, noble, or profound 
In science, win one inch of heav'oly ground. 
And is it not a morti^ng thought 
The poor should gain it, and the rich should not ? 
No — ^the voluptuaries, who ne'er forget 
One pleasure lost, lose Heav'n without regret ; 
Regret would rouse them, and give birth to pray'r, 
Pray'r would add faith, and faith would fix them there. 

Not that the Former of us all in this. 
Or aught he does, is govem'd by caprice ; 
The supposition is rei^ete wkh sin. 
And bears the brand of blasphemy burnt in. 
Not so-^the silver trumpet's heav'idy call 
Sounds for the poor, but sounds alike^or all : 
Kings are invited, and wouJtjd kings ob^. 
No slaves on Earth more welcome were than they : 
But royalty, nobility, and state. 
Are such a dead proponderating weight, 
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That endlen bliss (how strange soe'er it seem) 
In ocmnterpoise, flies up and kicks the beam. 
Tis open, and ye cannot enter— -why? 
Because ye will not, Conyers would lefdy— 
And he says much that many may dispute 
And cavil at with ease, but none refute. 
bless'd effect of penuiy and want. 
The seed sown there, how vigorous is the plant ! 
No soil like poverty for growth divine. 
As leanest land soppties the richest idne. 
Garth gives too little, giving only bread. 
To nourish pride, or torn the weakest head : 
To them the sounding jargon of the schools 
Seems what it is— « cap and bdl for fools : 
The light they walk by, kindlfed firom •above. 
Shows them the shortest way to life and love : 
Tbey, strangers to the controversial field. 
Where deists, always foil'd, yet scorn to yield. 
And never check*d by what impedes the wise. 
Believe, rush forward, and poflsesa the prize. 

Envy, ye great, the dull unletter'd small : 
Ye have much cause for envy^— but not all. 
We boast some rich ones whom the Gospel swayi^ 
And one who wears a coronet and prays ; 
Like gleanings of an olive-tree they show. 
Here and there one upon the topmost bough. 

How readily upon the Gospel plan. 
That queitioo has it's answer— What is man ? 

G 3 
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Sinful and weak, in ev'ry sense a wretch ; 
An instrument, whose chords upon the stretchy 
And strain'd to the last screw that he can hear. 
Yield only discord in his Maker's ear : 
QAoe the hlest residence of truth divine. 
Glorious as Solyma's interior shrine. 
Where, in his own oracular abode. 
Dwelt visibly the lfght-<:reating God ; 
But made long since, like Babylon of old, 
A den of mischieiB never tj be told : 
And she, once mistress of the realms around. 
Now seatter'd wide and no where to be found. 
As soon shall rise and reafcend the throne. 
By native pow'r and energy her own. 
As nature at her own pecaliaar coert. 
Restore to man the glories he has h«t. 
Go*— bid the winter cease to chill the year. 
Replace the wand'rii^ comet in his sphere. 
Then boast (but wait for that unhop'd-for biitmr) 
The self-t«storing arm of bnman pow'r. 
But what is man in his own proud esteem ? 
Hear him— hims^ the poet and tiie theme : 
A nibnarch dodi'd vMh majesty and awe. 
His mind Us kingdom, and his will his law, 
Grace in his mien, and glory in his eyes. 
Supreme on Earth, and worthy of the skies. 
Strength in his heart, domhuon in his nod. 
And, thunderbolts exoepted, quite a God ! 
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So singii hcy charm'd with his own mind and fonn, 

The song magnificentr— the theme a worm ! 

Himself so much the source of his delight, 

His Maker has no heaiity in his sight. 

See where he sits ooatemplative and fix'd. 

Pleasure and wonder in his features Bux'd, 

His passions tam'd and all at his control. 

How perfect the composure of his soul ! 

Complacency has breath'd a gentle gale 

O'er all his thoughts, and swell'd his easy sail : 

His books well trimm'd and in the gayest style 

like regimental coxcombs rank and file. 

Adorn his intellects as well as shelves, 

And teach him notions splendid as themselves : 

The Bible cmly^stands neglected there. 

Though that of all most worthy of his care ; 

And like an in^t troublesome awake. 

Is left to sleep for peace and quiet sake. 

What shaU the man deserve of humankind. 
Whose hj^y skill and industry combined 
Shall prove (what argument could never yet) 
Tlie Bible an imposture and a cheat ? 
The praiBcs of the libertine profess'd. 
The worst of men, and curses of the best. 
Where should the living, weeping o'er his woat ; 
The dying, trembling at the awful dose ; 
Where the betnejr'd, forsaken, and oppress'd. 
The thousands whom the world forbids to rMt> 
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Wbere should they find, (those comforts at an end 

The Scriptur* yields) or hope to find, a friend ? 

Sorrow might mtise herself to madness then, 

And seekin^f exile from the sight of men. 

Bury herself in solitude profound. 

Grow firantic with her pangs, and hite the ground. 

Thus often Unbelief, grown sick of life. 

Flies to the tempting pool, or felon knife. 

The jury meet, the coroner is short. 

And lunacy the ver^ct of the court ; 

Reverse the sentence, let the truth be known. 

Such lunacy is ignorance alone ; 

They knew not, what some bishops may not know. 

That Scripture is the only cure of wo ; 

That field of promise, how it flings abroad 

It*8 odour o*er the Christian's thorny road ! 

The soul, reposing on assur*d relief. 

Feels herself happy amidst all her grief. 

Forgets her labour as she toils along. 

Weeps tears of Joy, and bursts into a song. 

But the same word, that, like the polish'd share. 
Ploughs up the roots of a believer's care. 
Kills too the flow'ry w/eeds, where'er they grow. 
That Innd the sinner's Baechanalian brow. 
Oh that unwelcome voice of heav'nly love. 
Sad messenger of mercy from above ! 
How does it grate upon his thankless ear, 
" ' "vling his pleasures with the cramp of laar ! 
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His will and judgment at continual strife, 

That dvil war imbitters all lus life : 

In vain be points bis pow'rs against the skies. 

In vain he closes or averts his eyes, 

Truth will intrude — she bids him yet beware ; 

And shakes the sceptic in the scomer's chair. 

Though various foes against the Truth oombirie 
Pride above all opposes her design ; 
Pride, of a growth superior to the rest. 
The subtlest serpent with the loftiest crest. 
Swells at the thought, and, kindling into rage. 
Would hiss the cherub Mercy from the stage. 

And is the soul indeed so lost ?— she cries, 
Fall'n from her glory, and too weak to rise ? 
Torpid and dull beneath a frozen zone. 
Has she no spark that may be deem'd her own ? 
Grant her indebted to what zealots eall 
Grace undeserv'd, yet surely not fbr all- 
Some beams of rectitude she yet displays. 
Some love of virtue, and some pow'r to praise ; 
Can lift herself above corporeal things. 
And, soaring on her own unborrow'd wings. 
Possess herself of all that's good or true. 
Assert the skies, and vindicate her due. 
Past indiscretion is a venial crime. 
And if the youth, unmellow'd yet by time. 
Bore on his branch luxuriant then and rude 
Fruits of a blighted size, austere and crude. 
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Maturer years shall happier stores produce. 
And meliorate the well concocted juice. 
Then, conscious of her meritorious zeal, 
To Justice she may make her hold appeal, 
And leave to Mercy, with a tranquil mind. 
The worthless and unfruitful of mankind. 
Hear then how Mercy, slighted and defied. 
Retorts the affront against the crown of Pride. 

Perish the virtue, a(S it ought, ahhorr'd. 
And the fool ^nth it, who insults his Lord. 
The atonement, a Redeemer's love has wrought. 
Is not for you— the righteous need it not. 
Seest thou yon harlot wooing all she meets. 
The worn-out nuisance of the public streets. 
Herself from morn to night, from night to mom. 
Her own abhorrence, and as much your scorn : 
The gracious sh6w% unlimited and free, 
Shall fall on her, when Heav*n denies it thee. 
Of all that wisdom dictates this the drift. 
That man is dead in sin, and life a gift. 

Is virtue then, unless of Christian growth. 
Mere fallacy, or foolishness, or both ? 
Ten thousand sages lost in endless wo. 
For ignorance of what they could not know ? 
That speech betrays at once a bigot's tongue. 
Charge not a God with such outrageous wrong. 
Truly not I — ^the partial light men have. 
My creed persuades me, well-emplo/d, may save j 
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While he that seoras the noonday beam> perverw, 
Shall find the Ueflsin^ nniniproy'd a curse. 
Let heathen wilrthies, whose exalted mind 
Left sensualily and dross behind. 
Possess for me their undisputed lot. 
And take unenned the reward they sought. 
Bat still in virtue of a Saviour's plea. 
Not blind by choice, but destin'd not to see. 
Their Ibrtitudie and wisdom were a flame 
Celestial, tfaoogfa they knew not whence it came, 
Deriv'd from the stme source of U^tst and grafie. 
That guides the Christian in his swifter race ; 
Their judge was conscience, and her rule their law. 
That rule, pursued with rev'renoe and with awe. 
Led them, however falt'ring, faint, and slow. 
From what they knew, to what they wish'd to know. 
Bat let not him, that shaines a brighter day. 
Traduce the splf ndour of a noontide ray. 
Prefer th^ twilight of a darker time. 
And deem his base stupidity no crime ; 
The wretch, who slights the bounty of the skies. 
And sinks, while fovour'd with the means to ri«e. 
Shall find them rated at their full amount, 
The good he scom'd all carried to aooount. 
Marshalling all his terrours as he came, 
Thunder, and earthquake, and devouring flame, 
From Sinai's top Jehovah gave the law, 
life for obedience, death ibr tv'ry flaw. 
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When the great Sov'reign would his will express, 
He pves a perfect rule, what can he less ? 
And guards it with a sanction as severe ^ 
As vengeance can inflict, or sinners fear : 
Else his own glorious rights he would disclaim, 
And man might safely trifle with his name. 
He hids him glow with um^nritting love 
To all on Earth, and to himself above ; 
Condemns th' injurious deed, the sland'rous tongue. 
The thought that meditates a brother's wrcmg : 
Brings not alone the more conspicuous part, 
' His conduct, to the test, but tries his heart. 

Hark ! universal nature shook and groan'd, 
'Twas the last trumpet — see the Judge enthroned . 
Rouse all your courage at your utmost need. 
Now summon ev'ry virtue, stand and plead. 
What ! silent ? Is your boasting heard no m^e ? 
That self-renouncing wisdom, leam'd before. 
Had shed immortal glories on your brow. 
That all your virtues cannot purchase now. 

All joy to the believer ! He can speak*-" 
Trembling yet happy, confident yet meek. 

Since the dear hour, that brought me to thy foot. 
And cut up all my follies by the root, 
I never trusted in an arm but thine. 
Nor hop'd, but in thy righteousness divine : 
My pray'rs and alms, imperfect and defifd^ 
WeK but the feeble efforts of a child 
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Howe'er perform'dy it was their brin^test part. 
Hut they proceeded firom a grateful heart 
Cleans'd in thine own all-purifying hlood. 
Forgive their evil, and accept their good ; 
I cast them at thy feet — ^my only plea 
Is what it was, dependence upon thee> 
While struggling in the vale of tears helow> 
That never fail'd, nor shall it fail me now. 
Angelic gratulations rend the skies, 
I^ide fidls unintied, never more to rise. 
Humility is crown'd, and Faith receives the prize 
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Tantane, tarn patiens, nallo certamint tolll 
Dona rinesT Virg* 



i#^»i»'i»^^*'i«y^i»i»<» 



Why weeps the muse for England ? What appeafs 

In England's case, to move the muse to tears? 

From side to side of her delightful isle 

Is she not doth'd with a perpetual smile ? 

Can Nature add a charm, or Art confer 

A new-found luxury not seen in her ? 

Where under Heav'n is pleasure more pursued^ 

Or where does cold reflection less intrude ? 

Her fidds a rich expanse of wavy oOniy 

Pour'd out from Plenty's overflowing horn ; 

Ambrosial gardens, in which art supplies 

The fervour and the force of Indian skies ; 

Her peaceful shores, where busy Conmierce waits 

To pour his golden tide through all her gates ; 

Whom fiery suns, that sooroh the russet spioe 

^ eastern groves, and oceaps floor'd with ice 
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Forbid in vaia to push his daring way 
To darker climes, or climes of brighter day ; 
Whom the winds waft where'er the billows roll, 
Fh>m the World's girdle to the frozen pole ; 
The chariots bounding in her wheel-worn streets. 
Her vaults below, where ev'ry vintage meets ; 
Her theatres, her revels, and her sports ; 
The scenes, to which not youth alone resorts. 
But age, in spite of weakness and of pain. 
Still haunts, in hope to dream of youth again ; 
All speak her happy.: let the muse look round 
From East to West, no sorrow can be found : 
Or only what, in cottages confin'd. 
Sighs unregarded to the passing wind. 
Then wherefore, weep for England ? What appears 
In England's case, to move the muse to tears ? 
The prophet wept for Israel ; wish'd his eyes 
Where fountains fed with infinite supplies: 
For Israel dealt in robbety and wrong ; 
lliere were the soomer's and the slaiid'rer's tongue ; 
Oaths, us'd as playthings or convenient tools. 
As int'rest biass'd knaves, or fashion fools ; 
Adult'ry, neiglung at his neighbour's door ; 
Oppression, lab'iing hard to grind the poor ; 
The partial balance, and deceitftil weight ; 
The treach'rous smile, a mask for secret hate ; 
Hypocrisy, formality in prajr'r. 
And the dull /Mrvioe of the Up were there. 
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Her women, insolent and self-caresa'd^ 

By Vanity's unwearied finger dress'd, 

Forgot the blush, that virgin fears impart 

To modest cheeks, and borrow'd one finom art ; 

Were just such trifles, without worth or use. 

As silly pride and idleness produce ; 

Curl'd, scented, fnrbelow'd, and flounc'd around, 

With feet too delicate to touch the ground. 

They stretch'd the neck, and rolVd the wanton eye. 

And sigh'd for ev'ry fool that flutter'd by. 

He saw his people slaves to ev'ry lust, 
Lew'd, avaricious, arrogant, unjust ; 
He heard the wheels of an avenging God 
Groan heavily along the distant road ; 
Saw Babylon set wide her two-leav'd brass 
To let the military deluge pass ; 
Jerusalem a prey, her gloiy soil'd. 
Her princes captive, and her treasures spoil'd ; 
Wept till all Israel heard his bitter ciy, 
Stamp'd with his foot, and smote upon his thigh : 
But wept, and stamp'd, and smote his thigh in vain. 
Pleasure is deaf when told of future pain. 
And sounds prophetic are too rough to suit 
Ears long accustomed to the pleasing lute : 
They scom'd his inspiration and his theme, 
Prononnc'd him frantic, and his fears a dream ; 
With self-indulgence wing'd the fleeting hours, 
'nil the foe found them, and down fell the tow'rs.- 
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Long time Assyria boand them in her chain^ 
Till penitence had purg'd the public stain, 
And Cyrus, with relenting pity mov'dy 
Retum'd them happy to the land they lov*d ; 
There, proof against prosperity, awhile 
They stood the test of her ensnaring smile. 
And had the grace in scenes of peace to show 
The rirtoe, they had leam'd in scenes of wo. 
But man is frail, and can but ill sustain 
A long immunity from grief and pain ; 
And after all the jojrs that Plenty leads, 
With tiptoe step Vice silently succeeds. 

When he that rul'd theqa with a shepherd's rod> 
In form a man, in dignity a God, 
Came, not expected in that humble guise. 
To sift and search them with unerring eyes. 
He found, oonceal'd beneath a fair outside. 
Hie filth of rottenness, and worm of pride ; 
Their piety a sjfstem of deceit. 
Scripture employ'd to sanctify the cheat ; 
The Pharisee the dupe of his own art, 
Sdf-idoluE'd, and yet a knave at heart. 

When nations are to perish in their sins, 
Tis in the cfaurdi the Uspofey begins ; 
The priest, whose oiBce is with seal sincere 
To watdi the fountain and preserve it clear. 
Carelessly nods and sleeps upon the brink. 
While othen poison what the flock must drink ; 
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Or, waking ai the call of lust alone. 
Infuses lies and erroun of his own ; 
His unsuspecting sheep believe it pure : 
And, tainted by the veiy means of cure. 
Catch from each other a contagious spot. 
The foul fore-runner of a gen'ral rot. 
Then Truth is hush'd, that Heresy may preacli ; 
And all is trash, that Reason cannot reach : 
Then God's own image on the soul imprte'd 
Becomes a mock'ry, and a standing jest ; 
And faith, the root whence only can arise 
The graces of a life tluit wins the skies, 
JLoses at once all value and esteem, 
Pronounc'd by graybeards a pernicious dream : 
Then Ceremony leads her bigots forth, 
Prepar'd to fi^t for shadows of no worth ; 
While truths, on which eternal things depend. 
Find not, or hardly find, a single IHend : 
As soldiers watch the signal of oomniand. 
They learn to bow, to kneel, to sit, to stand ; . 
Happy to fill religion's vacant place 
With hollow form, and gesture, and grimaee. 

Such, when the teacher of his church was tiiert. 
People and priest, the sons of Israel were ; 
Stiff in the letter, lax in the design 
And import, of their oracles divine ; 
Their learning legendaiy, fieJse, absurd. 
And yet cuUad above God's own word; 
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They drew a corse from an intended goodj 

Puff'd up with gifts they never understood. 

He jndg'd them with as terrible a frown. 

As if not love, but wrath> had brought him down : 

Yet he was gentle as soft summer airs. 

Had grace for others' sins, but none for theirs ; 

llut>ugh all he spoke a noble plainness raiH-* 

Rhet'ric is artifice, the work of man ; 

And tricks and turns, that fancy may devise. 

Are far too mean for him that rules the skies. 

Th' astonish'd vulgar trembled while he tore 

The mask from faces never seen before ; 

He stripp'd th' impostors in the noonday smi, 

Show'd that they foUow'd all they seem'd to shmi $ 

Their pra/rs made publii^, their excesses kept 

As private as the chambeffi^where they slept ; 

The temple and it's holy rites pro&n'd 

Bjr mumm'ries, he that dwelt in it disdain'd ; 

Uplifted hands, that at convenient times 

Could act extortion and the worst of crimes, 

Wash'd with a neatness scrupulously nice, 

And free from ev'ry taint but that of vice. 

Judgment, however tardy, mends her pace 

When Obstinacy once has oonqner'd GraoCi. 

They saw distemper heal'd, and life restor'd. 

In answer to the fiat of his word ; 

Confess'd the wonder, and with daring tongue 

Blasphem'd th' autherity firom which it sprung* 
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They knew by sure prognostics seen on high. 
The future tone and temper of the sky ; 
But, grave dissemblers ! oould not understand 
That Sin let loose speaks Punishment at hand. 

Ask now of histoiy's authentic page» 
And call up evidence from ev'ry age ; 
Display with busy and laborious l^nd 
The blessings of the most indebted land ; 
What nation will you find, whose annals prove 
So rich an interest in almighty love ? 
Where dwell they now, where dwelt in ancient day 
A people planted, watered, blest as they ? 
Let Egypt's plagues and Canaan's woes proclaim 
The fisivours pour'd upon the Jewish name ; 
Their freedom purchas'd for them at the cosjt 
Of all their hard oppressors valued most ; 
Their title to a countiy not their own 
Made sure by prodigies till then unknown ; 
For them the states they left made waste and void ; 
For them the states, to which they went, destroy'd ; 
A cloud to measure out thehr march by day. 
By night a fire to cheer the gloomy way ; 
That moving signal summoning, when best. 
Their host to move, and when it stay'd, to rest. 
For them the rodLB dissolv'd into a flood> 
The dews condens'd into angelic food. 
Their very garments sacred, old yet new. 
And Time forbid to touch them as he flew ; 
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Streanif , sweU*d above the baak, ei\|oin'd to stand. 
While they pass'd through to their appointed land; 
Their leader arm'd with meekness, zeal, and love. 
And grac'd with dear credentials from above ; 
Themselves secur'd beneath th' Almighty wing ; 
Their God their captain*, lawgiver, and king ; 
Crown'd with a thousand vict'ries, and at last 
Lords of the oonquer'd soil, there rooted fast. 
In peace possessing what they won by war. 
Their name far publish'd, and revered as far ; 
Where will you find a race like theirs, endow'd 
With all that man e'erwish'd, orHeav'nbestow'd? 

They, and they only, amongst all mankind 
Receiv'd the transcript of th' eternal mind ; 
Were trusted with his own engraven laws, 
And constituted guardians of his cause ; 
Theirs were the prophets, theirs the priestly call. 
And theirs by birth the Saviour of us all. 
In vain the nations, that had seen them rise 
With fierce and envious yet admiring eyes. 
Had sought to crush them, guarded as they were 
By pow'r divine, and skill that could not err. 
Had they maintain'd allegiance firm and sure. 
And kept the feith ima^aculate and pure. 
Then the proud eagles of all-conqu'nng Rome 
Had found one dty not to be o'eroome ; 

• Vide Jodma v 14. ' 
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And the twdiw standards of the tribei ualhrrd 
Had bid defiance to the waning world. 
But grace ahos'd brings forth the foulest deeds, 
Ab richest soU the most luxuriant weeds. 
Cur*d of the golden calves, their fethers' sin. 
They set up self, that idol god within ; 
View'd a Deliv'rer with disdain and hate. 
Who left them still a tributary state ; 
Seiz'd fiist his hand, held oat to set them finee 
From a worse yoke, and nail'd it to the tree : 
There was the consummation and the crown, 
The flow'r of Israel's infiEuny full blown ; 
Thenoe date their sad declension and their fall. 
Their woes not yet repeal'd, thence date them alL 

Thus fell the best instructed in her day. 
And the most favour*d land, look where ^we may. 
Philosophy indeed on Grecian eyes 
Had pour'd the day, and cleared the Roman skies ; 
In other climes perhaps creative Art, 
With pow'r surpassing theirs, perform'd her part. 
Might give more life to marble, or might fill 
The glowing tablets with a juster skill. 
Might shine in fable, and grace idle themes 
With all th* embroid'ry of poetic dreams ; 
'Twas theirs alone to dive into the plan. 
That Truth and Mercy had reveal'd to man $ 
And while the World beside, that plan unknown, 
Deified useless wood, or senseless stone. 
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They breath'd in faith their well-direeted fnj*nt 
And the true God, the God of trutii, was theirs. 

Th^ gloiy foded, and their^raee disperft'd. 
The last of nations now, though onee the first ; 
They warn and teach the proudest, would they learn. 
Keep wDsdom, or meet vengeance in your turn : 
If we escap'd not, if HeaVn spar'd not us, 
Peel'd, scattered, and extenninated thus ; 
If Vice reoeiv'd her retribution due. 
When we were visited, what hopo for you ? 
When God arises with an awful frown 
To punish lust, or pluck presumption down ; 
When gifts perverted, or not duly priz'd, 
Measure o'ervalued, and his grace despis'd, 
nrovoke the vengeance of his righteous hand. 
To pour down wrath upon a thankless land ; 
He will be found impartially severe. 
Too just to wink, or speak the guilty dear. 

Oh Israel, of all nations most undone ! 
Thy diadem displaced, thy sceptre gone ; 
Thy temple, once thy glory, fUl'n and ras*d. 
And thou a worshipper e'en where thou mayst ; 
Thy services, once only without spot. 
Mere shadows now, their ancient pomp forgot ; 
Thy Levites, onee a consecrated host. 
No longer Levites, and their lineage -lost. 
And thou thyself o'er ev'ry country sown. 
With none on Earth that thou canst call thine own - 
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Ciy aloud, thou, that sittest in the dust. 
Cry to the proud, the cruel, and ui^nst ; 
Knock at the gates of nations, rouse their fears; 
Say wrath is ooming, and the storm appears ; 
But raise the shrillest ay in British ears. 



[ 



What ails thee, restless as the waves that roar, 
And fling their foam against thy chalky shore ? 
Mistress, at least while Providence shall please. 
And trident-hearing queen of the wide seas- 
Why, having kept good fiiith, and often shown 
Friendship and truth to others, find'st thou none ? 
Thou that hast set tiie persecuted free. 
None interposes now to succour thee. 
Countries iiidehted to thy pow'r, that shine 
With light deriv'd from thee, would smother thine : 
Thy very children watch for thy disgrace—- 
A lawless brood, and curse thee to thy foce. 
Thy rulers load thy credit, year by year, 
l^th sums Fteruvian nunes oould never clear ; 
As if, like arches built with skilliil hand. 
The more 'twere press'd the firmer it would stand. 

The cry in all thy ships is still the same. 
Speed us away to battle and to fame. 
Hiy mariners explore the wild expanse. 
Impatient to descry the flags of France : 
But though they fight as thine have ever fought. 
Return asham'd without the wreaths they sought. 
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Thy senate is a scene of dvil jar. 

Chaos of contrarieties at war ; 

Where sharp and solid, phlegmatic and light. 

Discordant atoms meet, ferment, and fight ; 

Where Obstinacy takes his sturdy stand. 

To disconcert what Policy has plann'd ; 

Where Policy is husied all night long 

In setting right what Faction has set wrong ; 

Where flails of oratory thresh the floor, 

That yields them chaff and dust, and nothing more. 

Thy rack'd inhabitants repine, complain, 

Tax'd till the brow of Labour sweats in vain ; 

War lays a burden on the reeling state. 

And peace does nothing to relieve the weight ; 

Successive loads succeeding broils iinpose^ 

And righing millions prophesy the dose* 

Is adverse Providence, when ponder*d well. 
So disnly writ, or difficult to spell. 
Thou canst not read with readiness and ease 
IVovidence adverse in events like these ? 
Know then that heav'nly wisdom on this ball 
Creates, gives birth to, guides, consummates all ; 
'Hiat, while laborious and quick-thoughted man 
Snnlb up the praise of what he seems to plan. 
He first conceives, then perfects his design. 
As a mere instrument in hands divine : 
Blind to the working of that secret pow'r. 
That balances the wings of ev'17 hour, 

I 
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The busy trifler dreams himself alone. 

Frames many a purpose, and God works his own. 

States thrive or wither as moons wax and wane, 

Ev'n as his will and his decrees ordain; 

While honour, virtue, piety bear sway. 

They flourish ; and as these decline, decay : 

In just resentment of his injur'd laws. 

He pours contempt on them and on their cause ; 

Strikes the rough thread of errour right athwart 

The web of ev*iy scheme they have at heart ; 

Bids rottenness invade and bring to dust 

The pillars of support, in which they trust. 

And do his errand of disgrace and shame 

On the chief strength and glory of the frame. 

None ever yet impeded what he wrought. 

None bars him out from his most secret thought ; 

Darkness itself before his eye is light. 

And Hell's close mischief naked in his sight. 

Stand now and judge thyself—- Hastthou incurr'«| 
His anger, who can waste thee with a word,- 
Who pois^ and proportions sea and land. 
Weighing them in the hollow of his hand. 
And in whose awful sight all nations seem 
As grasshoppers, as dust, a drop, a dream ? 
HsLSt thou (a sacrilege his soul abhors) 
Claimed all the glory of thy prosperous wars ? 
Proud of thy fleets and armies, stol'n the gem 
Of his just praise, to lavish it on them ? 
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Hast thou not leam'd, what thou art often told, 
A truth still sacred, and believM of old. 
That no success attends on spears and swords 
Unblest, and that the battle is the Lord's ? 
That courage is his creature ; and dismay 
The post, that at his bidding speeds away. 
Ghastly in feature, and his stamm'ring tongue 
With doleful humour and sad presage hung, 
To quell the valour of the stoutest heart. 
And teach the combatant a woman's part ? 
That he bids thousands fly when none pursue, 
Sares as he will by many or by few. 
And claims for ever, as his royal right, 
Ih' event and sure decision of the fight ? 

Hast tbou, though suckled at fair Freedom's breast. 
Exported slav'ry to the conquer'd East ? 
Pull'd down the tjnrants India serv'd with dread. 
And rais'd thyself, a greater, in their stead ? 
Gone thither arm'd and hungry, retum'd full. 
Fed from the richest veins of the mogul, 
A despot big with poVr obtain'd by wealth. 
And that obtain'd by rapine and by stealth ? 
With Anatic vices stoi'd thy mind. 
But left their virtues and thine own behind ? 
And, having truck'd thy soul, brought home the fee. 
To tempt the poor to sell himself to thee ? 

Hast thou by statute shoVd from it's design 
The Saviour's feast, his own hlest bread and wine. 
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And made the symbols of atomng grace 
An office-key, a picklock to a place. 
That infidels may prove their title good 
By an oath dipp*d in sacramental blood f 
A blot that will be still a blot, in s^nte 
Of all that grave apologists may write ; 
And though a bishop toil to cleanse the stain. 
He wipes and scours the silver cup in vain. 
And hast thou sworn on ev'ry slight pretence. 
Till perjuries are common as bad pence, 
While thousands, careless of the damning sin. 
Kiss the book's outside, who ne'er look'd within? 
Hast thou, when Heav'n has doth'd thee with 
disgrace. 
And long provok'd, repaid thee to thy face, 
(For thou hast known eclipses, and endur'd 
Dimness and anguish, all thy beams obscur'd. 
When sin has shed dishonour on thy brow ; 
And never of a sabler hue than now). 
Hast thou, with heart perverse andconsdenoe sear'd, 
Despising all rebuke, still persever'd. 
And h&viAg chosen eril, seom'd the voice 
That cried, Repent !«^and gloried in thy choice ? 
Thy (kstings, when calamity at last 
Suggests th' expedient of a yearly fast, 
What mean they ? Canst thou dream diere is a pow'r 
In lighter diet at a later hour. 
To charm' to sleep the threat'ning of the skies. 
And hide past folly from all-seeing eyes ? 
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Tlie fost, tliat wins deliv'rance, and suspeiMls 
The strokie that a yindictiye God intends^ 
Is to renounce hypocrisy ; to draw 
Thy life upon the pattern of the law ; 
To war with plearore, idoliz'd before ; 
To vanquish lust^ and wear it's yoke no more. 
All fasting else, whate'er be the pretence. 
Is wooing mercy by renew'd offence. 

Hast them within the sin, that in old time 
Brought fire from Heav'n, the sex-abusing crime, 
Whose horrid perpetration stamps disgrace. 
Baboons are firee firom, upon human race ? 
Think on the fruitful and well-water'd spol^ 
•nut fed the flock, and berd. of wealthy Lot, 
Where Paradise seem'd still vouehsaf 'd on Earth, 
Bsming and scoreh'd into perpetual dearth. 
Or, in his wordi who damn'd the base desire, 
Suff 'ring the vengeance of eternal fire : 
Then Nature ii^ur'd, scandaliz'd, defil'd, 
Unveil'd her blushing cheek, look'don, and smil'd; 
Beheld with joy the lovdiy scene defius'd. 
And prais'd the wrath, diat laid her beauties waste. 

Far be the thought firom any verse of mine. 
And fiurther still the form'd and fix'd design. 
To thrust the charge of deeds, that I detest. 
Against aa innocent unconscious breast : 
The man that dares traduce^ because he can 
With safety to himself, is not a man : 

1 3 
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An individual is a sacred mark, 
Not to be pierc'd in play, or in the dark ; 
But public censure speaks a public foe. 
Unless a zeal for virtue f^de the blow. 

The priestly brotherhood, devout, sincere^ 
From mean self-int'rest and ambition clear. 
Their hope in Heav'n, servility their scorn, 
Prompt to persuade, expostulate, and warn. 
Their wisdom pure, and giv*n them from above> 
Their usefulness ensured by zeal and love. 
As meek as the man Moses, and withal 
As bold as in Agrippa's presence Paul, 
Should fly the. World's contaminating touch. 
Holy and unpolluted :— ^ire thine such ? 
Except a few with Eli's spirit blest, 
Hophni and Phineas may describe the rest. 

Where shall a teacher look, in days like these. 
For ears and hearts, that he can hope to please ? 
Look to the poor— the simple and the plain 
Will hear perhaps thy salutary strain : 
Humility is gentle, apt to learn, 
Speak but the word, will listen and return. 
Alas, not so ! the poorest of the flock 
Are pruud, and set their faces as a rock ; 
]>enied that earthly opulence they choose, 
God's better gift they scoff at and it^Aise. 
The rich, the produce of a nobler st^. 
Are more iuteUigent at least, tiy theiih 



BSPOSTULATIOrr. 01 

Oh rain inquiry ! they without remorse ' 
Are altogether gone a deirious course ; 
When beck'ning Pieasure leads them, wildly stray; 
Have burst the bands, and cast the yoke away. 
Now borne upon the wings of truth sublime^ 
Review thy dim original and prime. 
This island, spot of unreclaimed rude earth. 
The cradle that recdir'd thee at thy birth. 
Was rock'd by many a rough Norwegian blast. 
And Danish bowlings scared thee as they passed ; 
For thou wast bom amid the din of arms. 
And 6uck'd a breast that panted with alarms. 
While yet thou wast a grov'ling puling chit. 
Thy bones not fashion'd, and thy joints not knit, 
The Roman taught thy stubborn knee to bow, 
Thou^ twice a Csesar could not bend thee now. 
His victory was that of orient light. 
When the Sun's shafts dispene the gloom of night. 
Thy language at this distant moment shows 
How much the oountiy to the eonq^'rer owes ; 
Expressive, energetic, and refin'd. 
It sparkles with the gems he left behind : 
He brought thy land a blessing when he came, 
He found thee savage, and he left thee tame ; 
Taught thee to clothe thy pink'd and painted hide. 
And grace thy figure with a soldier's pride ; 
He sow'd the seeds of order where he went, 
Improv'd thee far beyond his own intent. 
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Andy while he rul*d thee hy the sword abne^ 
Made the at last a warrior like his own. 
Religion, if in heaVnly truths attir'd. 
Needs only to be seen to be admir'd ; 
But thine, as dark as witch'ries of the night. 
Was form'd to harden hearts and shock the sight ; 
Thy Druids struck the well-hung harps they bore 
With fingers deeply dyed in human gore ; 
And while the victim slowly bled to death, 
Upon the rolling chords rung out his dying breath. 
Who brought the lamp, that with awaking beams 
Dispell'd thy gloom, and broke away thy dreams. 
Tradition, now decrepit and worn out. 
Babbler of ancient fables, leaves a doubt : 
, But still light reach'd thee ; and those gods of thine, 
Woden and Thor, each tott'ring in his shrine, 
F6ll broken and defaced at his own door. 
As Dagon in Philistia long before. 
But Rome with sorteries and magic wand 
Soon rais'd a doud, that darken'd ev'iy land ; 
And thine was smother'd in the stench and fog 
Of Tiber's marshes and the papal bog. 
Then priests with bolls and brieft, and shaven 

crowns. 
And griping fists, and unrelenting fiiowns, 
Legates and delegates with pow'rs firom Hell, 
Though heav'nly in pnteosion, fleac'd thee well ; 
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And to this hour» to keep it fresh in mind. 
Some twigs of that old scourgre are left behind *. 
Thy soldieiy, the pope's well-managfd pack^ 
Weretrain'd beneath his lash, and knew the smack, 
Andy when he laid them on the scent of blood. 
Would hunt a Saracen through 6re and flood. 
Lavish of life, to win an empty tomb. 
That prov'd a mint of wealth, a mine to Rome, 
They left their bon^ beneath unfriendly skies. 
His worthless absolution all the prize. 
Thou wast the veriest slave in days of yore. 
That ever dragg'd a chain or tugg*d an oar ^ 
Thy monarchs arbitrary, fierce, unjust. 
Themselves the slaves of bigotry or lust, 
Disdain'd thy counsels, only in distress 
Found thee a goodly sponge for Pow'r to press. 
Thy chiefs, the lords of many a petty fee, 
Provok'd and harass'd, in return plagu'd thee ; 
Caird thee away from peaceable employ. 
Domestic happiness and rural joy. 
To waste thy life in arms, or lay it down 
In causeless feuds and bick'rings of their own. 
Thy parliaments adored on bended knees 
The sov'reignty, they were convenM to please ; 
Whate'er was ask'd, too timid to resist. 
Complied with, and were graciously dismiss*d ; 

* Which may hi found at DoctonT Commoni. 



94 EXPOSTULATION. 

And if some Spartah soul a doubt express*d> 

And, blushing^ at tbe tameness of the rest, 

Dar'd to suppose the subject had a choice. 

He was a traitor by the gen'ral voice. 

Oh slave ! with pow'rs thou <lidst not dare exert. 

Verse cannot stoop so low as thy desert ; 

It shakes the sides of splenetic Disdain, 

Tbou self-entitled ruler of the main. 

To trace thee to the date when yon fair tea. 

That clips thy shores, had no such charms for thee ; 

When other nations flew from coast to coast. 

And thou hadst neither fleet nor flag to boast. 

Kneel now, and lay thy forehead in the dust ; 

Blush if thou canst ; not petrified, thou must : • 

Act but an honest and a futhful part ; 

Compare what then thou wast with what thou art ; 

And God's disposing providence confessed. 

Obduracy itself must yield the rest. — 

Then thou art bound to serve him, and to prove. 

Hour after hour, thy gratitude and love. 

Has he not hid thee, and thy favoured land. 
For ages safe beneath his shelt'ring hand, 
Giv'n thee his blessing on the clearest proof. 
Bid nations leagu'd against thee stand aloof. 
And charged Hostility and Hate to roar 
Where else they would, but not upon thy shore ? 
His, pow'r secur'd thee, when presumptuous Spain 
Baptiz*d her fleet invincible in vain ; 
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Her gloomy monarch, doubtfiil and rcgign'd . 
To ev'iy pang, that racks an anxious mind, 
Ask'd of the wares, that hroke upon his coast, 
What tidings ? and the surge reptied— All lost ! 
And when the Stuart leaning on the Scot, 
Then too much fear'd, and now too much forgot, 
Fierc'd to the veiy centre of the realm. 
And hop'd to seize his abdicated helm, 
Twas but to prove how quickly with a frown. 
He that had rais'dthee could have pluck'd thee down, 
Peculiar is the grace by thee possess'd. 
Thy foes implacable, thy land at rest ; 
Thy thunders travel over earth and seas. 
And all at home is pleasure, wealth, and ease. 
TiB thus, extending his tempestuous arm. 
Thy Maker fiUs the nations with alarm. 
While his own HeaVn surveys the troubled scene. 
And feels no change, unshaken and serene. 
Freedom, in other lands scarce known to shine. 
Pours out a flood of splendour upon thine ; 
Thou hast as bright an interest in her rays. 
As ever Roman had in Rome's best days. 
True freedom is where no restraint is known. 
That Scripture, justice, and good sense disown, 
lyhere only vice and iiyiuy are tied. 
And all from shore to shore is free beside. 
Such ft-eedom i&^and Windsor's hoary tdWrs 
Stood trembling at the boldness of thy pow'rs. 
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That won a nymph on that immortal plain, 
like her the fabled Phcebus woo'd in vain : 
He found the laurel only^— happier you 
Th* uii&^ni^ laurel, and the virgin too* ! 

Now think, if Pleasure have a thought to spare ; 
If God himself be not beneath her care ; 
if Business, constant as the wheels of time. 
Can pause an hour to read a serious rhime ; 
If the new mail thy merchants now receive. 
Or expectation of the next give leave ; 
Oh think, if chargeable with deep arrears 
For such indulgence gilding all thy years. 
How much, though long neglected, shining yet. 
The beams of heav'nly truth have swell'd the debt. 
Wlien persecuting zeal made royal sport 
With tortur'd innocence in Maiys coiut. 
And Bonner, blithe as shepherd at a wake, 
Enjoyd the show, and danc'd about the stakes 
The sacred book, it's Value understood, 
Rdoeiv'd the seal of martyrdom in blood. 
Tfao^ holy men, so full of truth and grace^ 
Seem to reflection of a diff 'rent race. 
Meek, modest, venerable, wise, sincere. 
In such a cause they could not dare to fear ; 
They could not purchase Earth with such a price,' 
Or spare a life too short to reach the skies. 

' Allnding to the grant of liagna Charta, which wit extorted 
It John hy the barons at Ronayniede near Wlndior. 
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From them to thee oonvey'd alon^ the tide. 
Their streaming^ heartspour'd lireeiy, when tliey died« 
Thoie truths^ which neither use nor years impair. 
Invite thee, woo thee, to the hliss they share. 
What dotage will not vanity maintain ? 
What weh too weak to catch a modem brain f 
The moles and bats in fVUl assembly find. 
On special search, the keen-^d ea^le blind. 
And did they dream, and art thou wiser now I 
Pkxive it — ^if better, I submit and bow. 
Wisdom and goodness are twin-bom, one heart 
Must hold both sisters, never seen apart. 
So then — as darkness overspread the deep, 
Ere Nature rose from her eternal sleep. 
And this delightful Earth, and that fair sky, 
Leq>*d out of nothing, call'd by the Most High ; 
By such a change thy darkness is made light. 
Thy chaos order, and thy weakness might ; 
And He, whose pow'r mere nullity obeys. 
Who found thee nothing, form'd thee for his praise. 
To praise him is to serve him, and fulfil. 
Doing and sufTring, his unquestioned will ; 
'TIS to believe what men inspired of old. 
Faithful, and faithfully informed, unfold ; 
Candid and just, with no false aim in view. 
To take for truth what cannot but be true ; 
To learn in Clod's own school the Christian part. 
And biiid the task assign'd thee to thine heart : 

K 
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Happy the man there seeking and there founds 
Happy the nsdon where such men abound. 

How shall a verse impress thee ? by what name 
Shall I adjure thee not to court thy shame ? 
By theirs, whose bright example unimpeach'd 
Directs thee to that eminence they reach'd, 
Heroes and worthies of da3rs past, thy sires ? 
Or his, who touch'd their hearts with hallow'd fires ? 
Their names, alas ! in vain reproach an age. 
Whom all the vanities they scom'd engage ! 
And His, that seraphs tremble at, is hung 
Disgracefully on ev'ry trifler's tongue. 
Or serves the champion in forensic war 
To flourish and parade with at the bar. 
Pleasure herself perhaps suggests a plea. 
If int'rest move thee, to persuade ev'n thee ; 
By ev'ry charm, that smiles upon her face* 
By joys possessed, and joys still held in chase* 
If dear society be worth a thought. 
And if the feast of freedom doy thee not, 
Reflect that these, and all that seems thine own. 
Held by the tenure of his will alone. 
Like angels in the service of their Lord, 
Remain with thee, or leave thee at his word ; 
That gratitude and temp'ranoe in our use 
Of what he gives, unsparing and profuse. 
Secure the favour, and enhance the joy. 
That thankless waste and wild abuse destroy. 
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But above all reflect, how cheap soe*er 
Those rights, that millions envy thee, appear. 
And, though resolv'd to risk them, and swim down 
The tide of pleasure, heedless of His frown. 
That blesungs truly sacred, and when giv'n 
Mark'd with the signature and stamp of HeaVn, 
The word of prophecy, those truths divine. 
Which make that HeaVn, if thou desire it, thine, 
(Awful alternative ! believ'd, belov'd. 
Thy glory, and thy shame if unimproVd) 
Are neve^ long vouchsaf 'd, if push'd aside 
With cold disgust or philosophic pride ! 
And that, judicially withdrawn, disgrace, 
Errour, and darkness occupy their place. 

A world is up in arms, and thou, a spot 
Not quickly found, if negligently sought. 
Thy soul as ample as tl^ bounds are small, 
£ndur*st the brunt, and dar'st defy them all : 
And wilt thou join to this bold enterprise 
A bolder still, a contest with the skies ? 
Remember, if He guard thee and secure, 
W.hoe*er assails thee, thy success is sure ; 
But if He leave thee, though the skill and pow'r 
Of nations, sworn to spoil thee and devour. 
Were all collected in thy single arm. 
And thou couldst laugh away the fear of harm. 
That strength would fail, oppos'd against the push 
And feeble onset of a pigmy rush. 
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Say not (aftd if die thought of such defence 
Should spring within thy bosom, drive it thenee) 
What nation amongst all my foes is free 
From crimes as base as any charg'd on me ? 
Their measure fill'd, they too shall pay the debt. 
Which God, though long forborn, will n»t forget. 
But know that Wrath divine, when most severe. 
Makes justice still the guide of his career, 
And will not punish, in one mingled erowd, 
Them without Ught, and thee without a cloud. 

Muse, hang this harp upon yon aged beech. 
Still murm'ring with the solemn truths I teach ; 
And while at iotervals a oold'blast sings 
Through the diy leaves, and pants upon the strings. 
My soul shall sigh in secret, and lunent 
A nation soourg'd, yet tardy to repent. 
~ I know the warning seng is sung in vain ; 
That few will hear, and fewer h^ the strain ; 
But if a sweeter voice, and one design'd 
A blessiAg to my country and mankind. 
Reclaim the wand'ring thousands, and bring home 
A flock so scatter'd and so wont to roam, 
Then place it once again between my knees ; 
The sound of truth will then be sure to please : 
And truth alone, where'er my life be cast* 
In scenes of plenty, or the pining waste. 
Shall be my chosen theme, my^Loiy to the last. 
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, doceas Her, et amen ortia paodac 

Fhrg, En. 6. 



Ask vihat it human UGb— 4he sage replies^ 
With disafvpointment low'riog in his eyes, 
A painful passage o'er a restless flood, 
A vain pursuit of Aigitive fske good, 
A scene of fancied hliss and heart-felt care, 
Closing at last in darkness and despair. 
The poor» inur'd to drudgery and disUsss, 
Act without aim, think little, and feel less. 
And no where, hut in feign'd Arcadian scenes. 
Taste happiness, or know what pleasure means. 
Ridies are pass'd away fimm hand to hand. 
As fortune, vice, or folly may command ; 
As in a dance the pair that take the lead 
Turn downward, and the lowest pair sucoeed, 
60 shifting and so various is the plan. 
By which Heav'n rules the mix'd affiars of man 1 
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Vicissitude wheels roand the motley crowd. 

The rich grow poor, the poor become purse-proud ; 

Business is labour, and man*s weakness such. 

Pleasure is labour too, and tires as much. 

The very sense of it foregoes its use. 

By repetition pall'd, by age obtuse. 

Youth lost in dissipation we deplore. 

Through life's sad remnant, what no sighs restore ; 

Our years, a fruitless race without a prize. 

Too many, yet too few to make us wise. 

Dangling his cane about, and taking snuff, 
Lothario cries. What philosophic stuff— 
O querulous and weak ! — whose useless brain 
Once thought of nothing, and now thinks in vain ; 
Whose eye reverted weeps o'er all the past. 
Whose pruspect shows thee a disheart'ning waste ; 
Would age in thee resign his wintry reign. 
And youth invigorate that frame again, 
Renew'd desire would grace with other speech 
Joys always priz'd, when plac'd within our readi. 

For lilt thy pained head, shake off the gloom. 
That overhangs the borders of thy tomb, 
See Nature gay, as when she first began 
With smiles alluring her admirer man ; 
She spreads the morning over eastern hllk. 
Earth glitters with the drops the night distils ; 
The Sun obedient at her call appears. 
To fling his glories o'er the robe she wean ; 
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Banks doth'd with Aow'tb, gravesfiU'dwith sprightly 

sounds, 
Thy yellow tilth, green meads, rocks, risinggrounds. 
Streams edg'd with oMers, fiitt'ning ev'ry field. 
Where'er they flow, now seen and now conoeal'd ; 
From the blue rim, where skies and mountains meet, 
Down to the very turf beneath thy feet. 
Ten thousand charms, that only fools despise. 
Or Pride can look at with indiff'rent eyes, 
All speak one language, all with one sweet voice 
Cry to her universal realm. Rejoice ! 
Man feeU the spur of passions and desires. 
And she gives largely more than he requires ; 
Not that his houi;s devoted all to Care, 
Hollow-ey'd Abstinence, and lean Despair, 
The wretch may pine, while to his smell, taste, sight. 
She holds a paradise of rich delight ; 
But gently to rebuke his awkward fear. 
To prove that what she gives, she ^ves sincere. 
To banish hesitation, and proclaim 
His happiness, her dear, her only aim. 
Tis grave philo6oph3r'8 absurdest dream. 
That HeaVn's intentions are not what they seem. 
That only shadows are dispensed below. 
And Earth has no reality but wo. 

Thus things terrestrial wear a diif 'rent hoe. 
As youth or age persuades ; and neither trae. 
So Flora's wreath through colour'd crystal sae 
The rose or lily appears blue or green, 
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But still th' imputed iinCs are those alone 
The medium represents, and not their own^ 
To rise at noon, sit slipshod and undress'd. 
To read tl^e news, or fiddle, as seems best. 
Till half the world comes rattlinf^ at his door. 
To fin the dull vacuity till four; 
And, just when ev'nin^ turns the blue vault gray. 
To spend two hours in dressing for the day ; 
To make the Sun a bauble without use. 
Save for the fruits his heav'nly beams produce ; 
Qaite to forget, or deem it worth no thought. 
Who bids him shine, or if he shine or not ; 
Throu|^ mere necesrity to dose his eyes 
Just when the larks and when the -shepherds rise; 
Is such a life, so tediously the same. 
So void of all utility or aim. 
That poor Jonquil, with almost ev'iy breath 
Sighs for his exit, vulgarly called death 
For he, with all his follies, has a mind 
Not yet so blank, or fashionably blind, 
But now and then perhaps a feeble ray 
Of distant wisdom shoots across his way, 
Bj which he reads, that life without a plan, 
As useless as the moment it began. 
Serves merely as a soil for discontent 
To thrive in ; an incumbrance ere half spent. 
Oh weariness beyond what asses feel. 
That tread the circuit of the cittern wheel ; 
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A dull rotation^ never at a stay, 
Ye$terda}r's face twin image of to day ; 
While oonvenation, an exhausted stock. 
Grows drowsy as the clicking of a dock. 
No need, he cries, of gravity stuff 'd out 
With academic dignity devout, 
To read wise lectures, vanity the text : 
Proclaim the remedy, ye learned, next ; 
For truth self-evident, with pomp impressed, 
Is vanity surpassing all the rest. 

That remedy, -not hid in deeps profound. 
Yet seldom sought where only to be found, 
MThile passion turns aside from its due scope 
Th* inquirer's aim, that remedy is hope. 
Ltife is His gift, from whom whatever life needs. 
With ev'iy good and perfect gift proceeds ; 
Bestow'd on man, like all that we partake. 
Royally, fineely, for his bounty's sake ; 
Transient indeed, as is the fleeting hour. 
And yet the seed of an immurtal flow'r^ 
Design'd in honour of his endless love. 
To fill with fragrance his' abode above.; 
No trifle, howsoever ^ort it seem. 
And, howsoever shadowy, no dream ; 
It's value, what no thou^t can asGertain, 
Nor all an angel's eloquence explain. 
Men deal with life as children with their play, 
Who lurttmisuae, then east their toys away ; 
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Live to no sober purpoBQ, and contend 
That their Creator had no serious end. 
When God and man stand opposite in view, 
Man's disappointment must of course ensue. 
The just Creator condescends to write, 
In beams of inextinguishable light. 
His names of wisdom, goodness, pow'r, and love. 
On all that blooms below, or shines above ; 
To catch the wand'ring notice of mankind. 
And teach the world, if not perversely blind, 
His gracious attributes, and prove the share 
His offspring hold in his paternal care. 
If, led from earthly things to things divine. 
His creature thwart not his august design. 
Then praise is heard instead of reas'ning pride. 
And captious cavil and complaint subside. 
Nature,, employed in her allotted place. 
Is hand-maid to the purposes of Grace ; 
By good vouchsaf *d makes known superior good. 
And bliss not seen by blessings understood : 
That bliss, reveal'd in Scripture, with a glow 
Bright as the covenant-ensuring bow. 
Fires all his feelings with a noble scorn 
Of sensual evil, and thus Hope is bom. 
Hope sets the stamp of vanity on all. 
That men have deem'd substantial since the CsU^ 
Yet has the wondrous virtue to educe 
From emptiness itself a real use ; 
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And while she takes, as at a father's hand. 
What health and sober appetite demand. 
From fading good derives, with chemic art» 
That lasting happiness, a thankful heart. 
Hope, with uplifted foot, set free from Earth, 
Pants for the place of her ethereal birth. 
On steady wings sails through th' immense abyss. 
Plucks amaranthine joys from bow'rs of bliss. 
And crowns the soul, while yet a mourner here. 
With wreaths like those triumphant spirits weur. 
Hope, as an anchor firm and sure, holds fast 
The Christian vessel, and defies the blast* 
Hope ! nothing else can nourish and seoure 
His new-bom. virtues, and preserve him pure* 
Hope ! let the wretch, once conscious of the Joy, 
Whom now despairing agonies destroy. 
Speak, for he can, and none so well as he. 
What treasures centre, what delights in thee. 
Had he the gems, the spices, and the land. 
That boasts the treasure, all at his command ; 
The fragrant grove, th' ineiftimable mine. 
Were light, when weigh*d against one smile of thine. 
Though clasp'd and cradled in his nurse's annSy 
He shines with all a cherub's artless charms. 
Man is the genuine ofis|Mring of revolt. 
Stubborn and sturdy, a wild ass's colt ; 
His passions, like the wat'ry stores that sleep 
Beneath the smilitig surface of the deep. 
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Wait Imt the lashes of a wintry storm. 

To frown and it>ar, and shake his feeble form. 

From infancy through childhood's giddy maze, 

Froward at school, and fretfol in his plays, 

The puify tyrant bums to subjugate 

The free republic of the whip-gig state. 

If one, his equal in athletic frame. 

Or, more provoking still, of nobler name, 

Dare step across lus abitrary views. 

An Iliad, only not in verse, ensues : 

The little Greeks look trembling at the scales. 

Till the best tongue, or heaviest hand prevauk. 

Now see him launch'd into the world at large ; 
If priest, supinely droning o'er his charge. 
Their fleece his pillow, and his weekly drawl. 
Though short, too long, the price be pays for all. 
If lawyer, loud whatever cause he plead. 
But proudest of the worst, if that succeed. 
Perhaps a grave physician, gath'ring fees. 
Punctually paid for length'ning out disease ; 
No Cotton, whose humanity sheds rays. 
That make superior skill his second praise. 
If amis engage him, be devotes to qport 
His date of life, so likely to be short; 
A soldier may be any thing, if brave. 
So may a tradesman, if not quite a knave. 
I^ch staff the world is made of; and mankind 
To passion^ int'rest, pleasure, whim, resignM, 
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Insist on, as if each were his own pope, 

Forgiveness, and the privilege of bope» 

But Conscience, in some awftil silent hour. 

When captivating lusts have lost their pow'r. 

Perhaps when sickness, or some fearful dream. 

Reminds him of religion, hated theme ! 

Starts from the down, on which she lately slept, 

And tells of laws despis*d, at least not kept : 

Shows with a pointing finger, hut no noise, 

A pale procession of past sinful joys. 

All witnesses of blessings foully soom'd. 

And life abus'd, and not to be subom'd. 

Mark theiBe, she says ; these summon'd from aCur, 

Begin their march to meet thee at the bar j 

There find a Judge inexorably just. 

And perish there, as all presumption must. 

Peace be to those (such peace as Earth can give) 
Who live in pleasure, dead ev'n while they live ; 
Bom capable indeed of beav'nly truth ; 
But down to latest age, from earliest youth. 
Their mind a wilderness through want of care. 
The plough of wisdom never ent'ring there. 
Pfeaoe (if insensilnlity may claim 
A right to the meek honours of her name) 
To men of pedigree, their noble race. 
Emulous always of the nearest place 
To any throne» eioept the thoone of Grace. 



\ 



118 HOPE. 

The want of both denotes a meaner breed, 

And Cbloe from her ^rland picks the weed. 

Hius hopes of ev'ry sort, whatever sect 

Esteem them, sow them, rear them, and protect. 

If wild in nature, and not duly found, 

Gethsemane ! in thy dear hallow'd ground, 

That cannot bear the blaze of Scripture ligbt. 

Nor cheer the spirit, nor refresh the sight. 

Nor animate the soul to Christian deeds, 

(Oh cast them firom thee!) are weeds, arrant weeds. 

Ethelred*s house,^ the centre of six ways, ' 
Diverging each finom each, like equal rays. 
Himself as bountiful as April rains, 
Lord paramount of the surrounding plains. 
Would give relief of bed and board to none. 
But guests that sought it in th' appointed One : 
And they might enter at his open door, 
Ev'n till his spacious hall would hold no more. 
He sent a servant forth by ev'ry road. 
To sound his horn, and publish it abroad. 
That all might mark— 'knight, menial, high, and 

low. 
An ord'nance it concem*d them much to know. 
If after all some headstrong hardy lout 
Would disobey, though sure to be shut out. 
Could he with reason murmur at his case. 
Himself sole author *of his own disgrace ? 
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No ! the decree was just and without flaw ; 
And he, that made, had right to make, the law ; 
His sov'rei^ pow'r and pleasure unrestrain'd. 
The wrong wa^ his, who wrongfully compUin'd. 

Yet hair mankind maintain a churlish strife 
With Him, the Donor of eternal life. 
Because the deed, by which bis love confirms 
The largess he bestows, presaibes the terms. 
Compliance with his will your lot ensures. 
Accept it only, ami the boon is yours. 
And sure it is as kind to smile and give. 
As with a frown to say, Do this, and live. 
Love is not pedlar's trump'ry bought and sold : 
He will give freely, or he will withhold ; 
His soul abhors a mercenary thought. 
And him as deeply who abhors it not ; 
He stipulates indeed, but merely this, 
That man will ft«ely take an unbought blisiy 
Will trust him for a faithful gen*rous part. 
Nor set a price upon a willing heart. 
Of all the ways that seem to promise fair. 
To place you where his saints his presence shart. 
This only can ; for this plain cause, express'd 
In terms as plain. Himself has shut the rest. 
But oh the strife, the bick'ring, and debate. 
The tidings of unpurchas'd Heav'n create 
The flirted fim, the bridle and the toss. 
All speaken, yet all language at a Ums. 
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From stuoeo'd walk smart arguments rebound ; 

And beaus, adept in ev'iy thing profound, 

Die of disdain, or whistle off the sound. 

Such is the clamour of rooks, daws, and kites, 

Th' explosion of the levell'd tube excites. 

Where mouldering abbey-walls o*erhang the glade. 

And oaks coeval spread a mournful shade. 

The screaming nations, hov'ring in mid atr,^ 

Loudly resent the stranger^s fineedom thera. 

And seem to warn him never to^«peat 

His bold intrusion on their dark retreat. 

Adieu, Vinosa cries, ere yet he atpt 
The purple bumper trembling at his lips^ 
Adieu to all morality ! if Grace 
Make works a vain ingredient in the case. 
The Christian hope i»-*Waiter, draw the cork— - 
If I mistake not-— Blockhead ! with a fork ! 
Without good works, whatever some may boast. 
Mere folly and delusion--^ir, your toast. 
My firm persuanon is, at least sometimes. 
That Heav'n will weigh man's virtues and his crimM 
With nice attention, in a righteous scale. 
And save or damn as these or those prevail. 
I plant my foot upon this ground of trusty 
And silence ev'iy fear with— 43od is just. 
But if perchanoe on some dull driailing day 
A thought intrude, that says, or seems to sigr. 
If thus th' impartant cause is to be tried, 
^PPMe.the beam shoold dip on the wnmg side; 
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I soon recover finom these needless JBrigfats, 
And God is mercifut-HBets all to rights. 
Thus between justice^ as my prime support. 
And macyt fled to as the last resort, 
I ^de and steal along with HeaVn in view. 
And, — ^pardon me, the bottle stands with you. 

I never will believe, the Colonel cries. 
The sanguinary schemes, that some devise. 
Who make the ^ood Creator on their plan 
A being of less equity than man. 
If appetite, or what divines call lust, 
Wbidi men com|dy with, ev'n because they must, 
Be pumsh'd with perdition, who is pure ? 
Then theirs no doubt, as well as mine,^ is sure. 
If sentence of eternal pain belong 
To ev'iy sudden slip and transient wrong. 
Then Heav'n eiyoins the fidlible and' frail 
A hopeless ta^, and damns them if ihey ML 
My creed (whatever some creed-makers mean 
By Athanasian nonsense, or Nioene) 
My creed is, he is safe, that does his best. 
And deal's a doMn sufficient for the rest. 

Right, says an ensign $ and for aught I aeea 
Your fiuth and mine sufastaatially agree ; 
Tbid best of ev'ry man's performance here 
Is to discharge the duties of his sphere. 
A lawyer's dealings should be just and fair, 
Honesty fliiiles witk p«aA advMtafe there. 
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Fastini^ «nd pra/r sit well upon a priest, 

A decent caution and reserve at least. 

A soldier's best is courage in the field. 

With nothing here that wants to be conoeal'd. 

Manly deportment, gallant, easy, gay ; 

A band as lib'ral as the light of day. 

The soldier thus endow'd, who never shrinks. 

Nor closets up his thoughts, whate'er he thinks^ 

Who sconis to doan injury by stealth. 

Must go to Heav'n— and i must drink bis'health. 

'Sir Smug, he eries, (fir lowest at the board. 

Just made fifth chaplain of his patron lord. 

His shoulders witnessing by many a shrug 

How much his feelings suffered, sat Sir Smug) 

Your office is to winnow false firom true ; 

Co|ne, prophet, drink, and tell us. What think you f 

Sigbmg and smiling as he takes his glass, 
Which they that woo preferment rarely pass. 
Fallible man, the churchbred youth implies. 
Is still fimnd fallible, however wise ; 
And (iUff'ring judgments serve but to declare, 
Xhat truth lies somewhere, if we knew but where. 
Of all It ever was my lot to read. 
Of critics now alive, or long since dead. 
The book *}f all the world that charm'd me most 
Was, welladay, the titlepage was lost $ 
The writer well renuirks, a heart, that knoiprs 
To take with gralhudu what Heav'n bettovs. 
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WHh prodenee altrays ready at our call. 

To guide our use of it, is all in all. 

Doubtless it is.^-To wbicb, of my own Btore, 

I superadd a few essentials more ; 

But tbese, excuse tbe liberty I take, 

I wave just now, for conversation's sake.-— 

Spoke like an oracle, they all exclaim. 

And add Rigfat ReVrend to Smug's bonour'd namt. 

And yet our lot is ^v'n us in a land, 
Wbere busy arts are never at a stand ; 
Wbere Science points ber telescopic eye. 
Familiar witb tbe wonders of tbe sky ; 
Wbere bold Inquiry, diving out of sigbt, 
Brings many a precious pearl of trutb to light ; 
Wbere nought eludes tbe persevering quests 
That fashion, taste, or luxury, suggest. 

But Ifcbove all in her own light array'd^ 
See Mercy's grand apocalypse display'd ! 
The sacred book noSonger suffers wrong, 
Bound in tbe fetters of an unknown tongue ; 
But speaks with plainness, art could ilever mend^ 
What simplest minds can soonest comprehend. 
God gives the word, the preachers throng around^ 
live from bis lips, and spread the glorious sound : 
That sound bespeaks Salvation on her way. 
The trumpet of a life-restoring day ; 
TIs heard wbere England's eastern glory sbiaeiw 
And in the gulft of her ConiuUaa mines. 
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And §till it sfmads. See Germaay tond fiirth 

Her sons* to poor it on tlte forthest north : 

Rr'd with a seal peculiar, thejf defy 

The rage and rigour of a: jtolar sky. 

And plant suooessluHy aweet Sharon's roie 

On icy plains, and in eternal snows. 

O blest within th' endosore of your Tooks, 
Not herds have ye to boast, nor bleating flodca ; 
No fertilising streams jonSt fields (finde^ 
That show revers'd the villas on their side ; 
No groves have ye ; no cfaeerftil sound of bird, 
Or voice of turtle, in your land is heaid ; 
Nor gratefiil eglantine regales the smell 
Of those, that walk at ev'ning where ye dwell : 
But Winter, arm'd with teirours here unknown. 
Sits absolute on bb unshaken throne ; 
Piles up his stores amidst the frosen waste. 
And bids the mountains he has built stand ikst ; 
Beckons the legions of his stomB away 
From happier scenes, to nuke your land a prej ; 
Rrodaims the soil a congest he has won; 
And seoms to share ft with the distant Sun. 
•^Yet Truth is yours, remote, unenvied isle ! 
And Peaoe, the genuine ofbpring of her smile ; 
The pride of lettered Ignoranee, that biadB 
In chains of errour our aoeompliBb'd minds, 

•IbeJfonvlnijatartNMrlMlaOrMnlBM. jMKranlB. 



That dedkSy witli aXL the si^mloiir of the true, 
A fabe religion* is unkoown to you. 
Nature indeed Toudisafes for our delight 
The street vidssttudes of day and night ; 
Soft ain and genial moisture feed and cheer 
Field, fruit, and flow'r, and ev'ry creature here ; 
But brighter beams, than his who fires the 8kies« 
Have ris'n at length on your adaiiring eyes, 
That shoot into your darkest caTes the day, 
From which our nicer optics turn away. 

Here see th' encouragement Grace gives to vlce« 
The dire effect of mercy without price ! 
What were they ? what some fools are made by art, 
They were by nature, atheists, head and heart. 
The gross idolatry blind heathens teach 
Was too refin'd for them, beyond their reach. 
Not ev'n the glorious Snn» though men revere 
The monarch most, that seldom will appear, 
And thoughhisbeams, that quicken where they shine. 
May claim some right to be esteem'd divine. 
Not ev'n the Sun, desirable as rare. 
Could bend one knee, engage one votary there ; 
They were, what base Credulity believes 
True Christians are, dissemblers, drunkards, thieves. 
The full-gorg'd savage, at bis nauseous feast 
Spent half the darkness, and 9nor*d out the rest. 
Was one, whom Justice, on an equal plan 
Denouncing di»th upon the sins of maiVi 
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Bfigbt almost have indulged with an etcape. 
Chargeable only with a human shape. 

What are they now ?— Morality may spare 
Her grave concern, her kind suspicions tliere : 
The wretch, whoonce8angwildly,danc'dandlaugh'd^ 
And Buck'd in dizzy madness with his draughty 
Has wept a silent flood, revers*d his ways. 
Is sober, meek, benevolent, and prays. 
Feeds sparingly, communicates his sttMV, 
Abhors the craft he boasted of before. 
And he that stole has leam'd to steal no more. 
Well spake the prophet. Let the desert sing. 
Where sprang the thorn, the spiry fir shall springs 
And where unsightly and rank thistles grew. 
Shall grow the myrtle and luxuriant yew. 

Go now, and with important tone demand 
On what foundation virtue is to stand. 
If self-exalting claims be tum'd adrift. 
And grace be grace indeed, and life a gift ; 
The poor reclsdm'd inhabitant, his eyes 
Glist'ning at once with pity and surprise, 
Amaz'd that shadows should obscure the sight 
Of one, whose birth was in a land of light. 
Shall answer, Hope, sweet hope, has set me free> 
And made all pleasures else mere dross to me. 

These, amitlst scenes as waste as if denied 
The common care that waits on all beside^ 
Wild as if Nature there, void of all good, 
^^a/d only gambols in a frantic mood. 
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(Yet charge not heav'nly skill with having plann'd 
A plaything world, unworthy of his hand ;) 
Can see his love, though secret evil lurka 
In all we touch, stamp'd plainly on his works ; 
Deem life a blessing with it's num'rous woes, 
Nor spurn away a gih a God bestows. 
Hard task indeed o'er arctic seas to roam ! 
Is hope exotic ? grows it not at home ? 
Yes, but an ol^ect, bright as orient mom^ 
May press the eye too closely to be home ; 
A distant virtue we can all confess. 
It hurts our pride, and moves our envy, less. 
Leuconomus (beneath well-sounding Greek 
I slur a name a poet must not speak) 
Stood pilloried on Infamy's high stage. 
And bore the pelting score of half an age ; 
The very butt of Slander, and the blot 
For eViy dart that MaUce ever shot. 
The man that mention'd him at once dismiss'd 
All mercy finom his lips, and sneer'd and hiss'd ; 
His crimes were such as Sodom never knew. 
And Peijury stood up to swear all true ; 
His aim was mischief, and Ids ceal pretence^ 
His speech rebellion against common sense ; 
A knave, when tried on honesty's plain rule ; 
And when by that of reason, a mere fool; 
The World's best comfort was, his doom was pass'd ; 
IXe when he mighty he must be damn'd at last. 



ltd HOPS. 

Now Trudi perform thine office ; waft asid* 
The curtain drawn by Pr^udice and Pride, 
Reveal (the man is dead) to wond*ring eyes 
This more than monster in his proper guise. 
He loVd die World that hated him : the tear 
That dropped upon his Bible was sincere ; 
Assail'd by scandal and the tongue of strife^ 
His only answer was a blameless life ; 
And he that forged, and he that threw the dant^ 
Had each a brother's int'rest in his heart. 
Paul's love of Christ, and steadiness unbrib'd. 
Were coped close in him, and well transcrib'd. 
He f(41ow'd Paul ; his seal a kindred flame. 
His apostolic charity the same. 
Uke him* cross'd cheerfully tempestuou^^seas. 
Forsaking country, kindred, friends, and ease ; 
Like him he labour'd, and like him content 
To bear it, suffer'd shame where'er be went. 
Blush Calumny ! and write upon his tomb. 
If honest Eulogy can spare thee room. 
Thy deep repentance of thy thousand lies. 
Which, aim'd at him, have pierc'd th* offended skies ! 
And say. Blot out my sin, confess'd, deplor'd. 
Against thine image, in thy saint, O Lord ! 

No blinder bigot, I maintain it still, 
Than he who must have pleasure, come what wilt s 
He laughs, whatever weapon Truth may draw, 
^nd deems her sharp artilleiy mere straw. 
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Scripture indeed is plain ; but God and he 
On Scripture ground are sure to disagree ; 
Some wiser rule must teach him how to lire. 
Than this his Maker has seen fit to gire ; 
Supple and flexible as Indian cane. 
To take the bend his appetites ordain ; 
G>ntriv*d to suit frail Nature's crazy case. 
And reconcile his lusts with saving grace. 
By this, with nice precision of design* 
He draws upon life's map a zigzag line. 
That shows how far 'tis safe to follow sitty 
And where his danger and God's wrath begin. 
By this he forms, as pleas'd be sports along» 
His well pois*d estimate of right and wrong ; 
And finds the modish manners of the day. 
Though loose, as harmless as an infiuit's play. 

Build by whatever plan Caprice decrees. 
With what materials, on what ground you please ; 
Your hope shall stand un^lam'd, perhiqfis addnir'd. 
If not that hope the Scripture has requir*d. 
The strange conceits, vain projects, and wild dreams. 
With which hypocrisy for ever teems, 
(Though other follies strike the public eye. 
And raise a laugh) pass unmolested by ; 
But if, unblamable in wc»d and thought, 
A man arise, a man whom God has taught. 
With all Elijah's dignity of tone. 
And all the love of the beloved Johi^ 
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To storm the citadels they build in air* 
And smite th' nntemper'd wall ; 'tis death to spar* 
To sweep away all refuges of lies, ^ 

And place, instead of quirks themselves devise, \ 
Lama sabacthani before their eyes ; 3 

To prove, that without Christ all gain is less. 
All hope despair, that stands not on his cross ; 
Except the few his God may have impress'd, 
A tenfold frenzy seizes all the rest. 

Throughout mankind, the Christian kind at least. 
There dwells a consciousness in eVry breast. 
That folly ends where genuine hope begins. 
And he that finds his Heav'n must lose his sins. 
Nature opposes with her utmost force 
This riving stroke, this ultimate divorce ; 
And, while religion seems to be her view. 
Hates with a deep sincerity the true : 
For this, of all that ever influenc'd man. 
Since Abel worshipp'd, or the world began. 
This only spares no lust, admits no plea. 
But makes bini, if at all, completely firee ; 
Sounds forth the signal, as she mounts her car. 
Of an eternal, universal war ; 
Rejects all treaty, penetrates all wiles. 
Scorns with the same indiff'rence Arowns and smiles; 
I>rives through the realms of Sin, where Riot reeli» 
And grinds his crown beneath her burning whcela t 
Hence all that is in man, pride, passion, art, 
Fow'rs of the mind, and fecUngs of the beait. 
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Insen^ble of Truth's almiglity charmf. 
Starts at ber first approach, and sounds to arms ! 
While Bigotry, with well-dissembled fean, 
His eye* shut fast, his fingers in his ears. 
Mighty to parry and push by God*s word 
With senseless noise, his argument the sword. 
Pretends a zeal for godliness and grace. 
And spits abhorrence in the Christian's face. 

Parent of Hope, immortal Truth ! make known 
Thy deathless wreaths and triumphs all thine own ^ 
The silent progress of thy pow*r is such. 
Thy means so feeble, and despis'd so much. 
That few believe the wonders thou bast wrought. 
And none can teach them, but whom thou hast 

taught. 
O see me sworn to serve thee, and command 
A painter's skill into a poet's hand. 
That, while I trembling trace a work divine. 
Fancy may stand aloof from 
And light, and shade, and ev' 

If ever thou hast felt another's pain. 
If ever when he sigh'd hast sigh'd again^ 
If ever on thy eyelid stood the tear. 
That pity had engender'd, drop one hert. 
This man was happy-— 4iad the World's good word* 
And with it ev'ry joy it can afford ; 
Friendship and love seem'd tenderly at strife, 
Which most should sweeten Ids untroubled life $ 
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foUtdy leam'd, and of a gentle noe» 

Good breeding and good aenae gave all a graeey 

And whether at the toilette of the fur 

He laugh'd and trifled, made him welcome therey 

Or if in maseoline debate he shar'd, 

Ensur'd him mute attention and regard. 

Alas how chang'd ! Eipretsiye of his mind. 

His eyes are sank, arms folded, head redin'd ; 

Those awftil syllables, HeU, death, and siin. 

Though whispered, plainly tell what works within ; 

That Conscienoe there performs her proper part, * 

And writes a doomsday sentence on his heart ; 

Forsaking, and forsaken of all friends. 

He now perceives where earthly pleasure ends ; 

Hard task ! for one who lately knew no care. 

And harder still as leamt beneath despair ; 

His hours no longer pass unmarked away, 

A dark importance saddens ev'iy day ; 

He hears the notice of the clock perplex'd 

And cries. Perhaps eternity strikes next ; 

Sweet music is no longer music here. 

And laughter sounds like madness in his ear ; 

His grief the World of all her pow'r disarms. 

Wine has no taste, and beauty has no charms : 

God's holy word, once trivial in his view. 

Now by the voice of lus experience true. 

Seems, as it is, the fountain whence alone 

Must spring that hope he pants to make hit own. 
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Now let the bright reverse be known abroad ; 
Say man's a worm, and pow'r belongs to God. 

As when a felon, whom his country's laws 
Have justly doom'd for some atrocious cause. 
Expects in darkness and heart-chilling fears. 
The shameftil dose of all lus misspent years; 
If chance, on heavy pinions slowly borne, 
A tempest usher in the dreadlul mom. 
Upon his dungeon walls the lightning play. 
The thunder seems to summon him away. 
The warder at the door lus key applies. 
Shoots back the bolt, and all his courage dies: 
If then, just then, all thoughts of mercy lost. 
When Hope, long lingering, at last yields the ghost. 
The sound of pardon pleroe his startled ear. 
He drops at once his fetters and his fear ; 
A transport glows in all he looks and speaks. 
And the first thankful tears bedew his cheeks. 
Joy, fer superior joy, that much outweighs 
The comfort of a few poor added days. 
Invades, possesses, and overwhelms the soul 
Of him, whom Hope has with a touch made whole, 
Tis Heav'n, all Heav'n descending on the wings 
Of the glad legions of the King of kings ; 
'Tis more— 'tis God diifua'd through ev'iy part, 
Tis God hunself triumphant in his heart 
O weleoBie turn the Snn'a once hated light. 
His noonday beami wwt never half ao blight. 
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Not kindred minds alone are call'd f employ 
Their hours, their days, in list*nin; to bis joy ; 
Unconscious nature, all that he surveys. 
Rocks, groves, and streams, must join him in bis 
praise. 

These are thy glorious works, eternal Truth, 
The scoff of wither'd age and beardless youth $ 
These move the censure and illib'ral grin 
Of fools, tliat hate thee and* delight in sin : 
But these shall last when night has quench'd the pole. 
And Heav'n is all departed as a scrolL 
And when, a^ Justice has long since decreed. 
This Earth shall blaze, and a new world succeed. 
Then these thy glorious works, and they who share 
That hope, which can alone exclude despair. 
Shall live exempt from weakness and decay. 
The brightest wonders of an endless day. 

Happy the bard, (if that fair name belong 
To him, that blends no fable with his song) 
Whose lines uniting, by an honest art. 
The faithAil monitor's and poet's part. 
Seek to delight, that they may mend mankind. 
And while they captivate, inform the mind : 
Still happier, if he till a thankM soil. 
And fruit reward his honourable toil : 
But happier far, who comfort those, that wdt 
To hear plain truth at Judah's halkm'd gate : 
Their language simple, as their manners meek» 
No shiniDg oroameaa haTt thqr to aeekj 
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Nor labour they, nor time nor talents waste* 
In sorting flow'rs to suit a fickle taste ; 
But while they speak the wisdom uf the sides. 
Which art can only darken aind disguise, 
Th' abundant harvest, recompense divine. 
Repays their work>-4lie g^aninf only mine. 



ISO- 



CHARITY. 



Qoo niliil nu^ns mdinsw torili 
ma donivCre, boniqiie divi ; 
Nee dabnnt, <|iiamvis redeaot in anmni 
Tempoia priflcoiii. 

H9r,JUb.lr,Oi§t. 



Fairest and foremost of the train, that wait 

On man's most dignified and happiest state. 

Whether we name thee Charity or Love, 

Chief grace helow, and all in all above. 

Prosper (I press thee with a powerful plea) 

A task I venture on, impelled by thee : 

O never seen but in thy blest effects. 

Or felt but in the soul that Heav'n selects ; 

Who seeks to praise thee, and to make thee known 

To other hearts, must have thee in his own. 

Come, prompt me with benevolent desires. 

Teach me to kindle at thy gentle fires. 

And though disgrac'd and slighted, to redeem 

A poet's name, by making thee the theme. 

God, working ever on a social plan. 
By various tics attaches man to man : 
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He madte at fint> though firee and uncoofia'd. 
One man the common fiither of the kind ; 
That ev'iy tribe, though plac'd as he seea best, 
Where seas or deserts part them from the rest, 
DifTring in language, manners, or in face, 
AGght feel themselves allied to all the race. 
When Cook— 'lamented, and with tears as just 
As ever mingled with heroic dust, 
Steer'd Britain's oak into a world unknown. 
And in his country's glory sought his own. 
Wherever he found man, to nature true. 
The rights of man were sacred in his view ; 
He sooth'd with gifts, and greeted with a smile. 
The simple native of the new-found isle ; 
He spum'd the wretch, that slighted or withstood 
The tender argument of kindred blood, 
Nor woidd endure, that ai^y should control 
His freebom brethren of the southern pole. 

But though Mme nobler minds a law respect. 
That none shall with impunity neglect. 
In baser spuls unnumber'd evils meet. 
To thwart it's influence, and it's end defeat 
While Cook is lov'd for savage lives he sav'd. 
See Cortez odious for a world enslav'd ! 
Where wast thou then, sweet Charity ? whive then. 
Thou tutelary friend of helpless men ? 
Wast thou in monkish cells and nunn'ries fx»in4§ 
Or building hotpitijs 9a fingUs)! gi9lip4^ 
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No.— Mammon makes the World his legatee 
Through fear, not love ; and Heav'n abhors the fe«\ 
Wherever foimd, (and all men need thy care) 
Nor age nor infancy could find thee there. 
The hand, that slew till it could slay no more. 
Was glued to the sword-hilt with Indian gore. 
Their prince, as justly seated on his throne 
As vain imperial Philip on his own, 
Trick'd out of all his royalty by art, 
Tlxat stripp'd him hare, and broke his honest heart. 
Died by the sentence of a shaven priest, 
For scorning what they taught him to detest. 
How dark the veil, that intercepts the blace 
Of HeaVn's mysterious purposes and ways ; 
God stood not, though he seem'd to stand, aloof; 
And at this hour the conqu'ror feels the proof: 
The wreath he won drew down an instant curse^ 
The fretting plague is in the public purse. 
The canker'd spoil corrodes the pining state, 
Starv'd by that indolence their mines create. 

Oh could their ancient Incas rise again. 
How would they take up Israel's taunting strain ! 
Art thou too fall'n Iberia ? Do we see 
The robber and the murd'rer weak as we ? 
Thou, that hast wasted Earth, and dar'd despise 
Alike the wrath and mercy of the skies, 
lliy pomp is in the granre, thy glory laid 
Low in the pits thine avarice has made. 
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We come with Joy finom our eternal rest* 
To see th' oppressor in his turn oppress'd. 
Art thou the god, the thunder of whose hand 
RoU'd over all our desolated land. 
Shook principalities and kingdoms down. 
And made the mountains tremble at his frown? 
The sword shall light upon thy boasted pow'rs. 
And waste them, as thy sword has wasted ours. 
'Tis thus Omnipotence his law fulfils, 
And Vengeance executes what Justice wills. 

Again — ^the hand of commerce was designed 
T* associate all the branches of mankind ; 
And if a boundless plenty be the robe. 
Trade is the golden girdle of the globe. 
Wise to promote whatever end he means, 
God opens fruitful nature's various scenes . 
Each climate needs what other climes produce. 
And offers something to the gen'ral use ; 
No land but listens to the common call. 
And in return receives supply from all. 
This genial intertourse, and mutual aid. 
Cheers what were else a universal shade. 
Calls Nature from her ivy-mantled den. 
And softens human rock-work into men. 
Ingenious Art, with her expressive face. 
Steps forth to fashion and refine the race ; 
Not only fiUs Necessity's demand, 
Bat overcharges her capacious hand : 
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Capridous taste itself can <*rave no more^ 
Than she supplies from her abounding store : 
She strikes out all that luxury can ask. 
And gaint new vigour at her endless task. 
Hers is the spacious arob» the shapely spire. 
The painter's pencil, and the poefs lyre ; 
FVom her the canvass borrows light and shade. 
And verse, more lasting, hues that never fiBide. 
She guides the finger o'er the dancing keys. 
Gives difficulty all the grace of ease. 
And pours a torrent of sweet notes around. 
Fast as the thirsting ear can drink the sound. 

These are the gifts of Art, and Art thrives moct 
Where Commerce has enrich'd the busy coast ; 
He catches all improvements in his flight. 
Spreads ibreign wonders in his countiys sight. 
Imports what others have invented well. 
And stirs his own to match them or exceL 
"Us thus reciprocating, each with each. 
Alternately the nations learn and teach ; 
While Providence ei^oins to ev'iy soul 
A union with the vast terraqueous whole. 

Heav'n speed the canvass, gallantly unftui'd 
To furnish and accommodate a worid. 
To give the pole the produce of the sun. 
And knit th' unsocial climates into one.— 
Soft airs and gentle heavings of the wave 
Impel the fleet, whose errand is to saw. 



To succour wasted regions, and replace 

The smHe 6f Opulence in Sorrow's face.— 

Let nothing adverse, nothing tinforeseen. 

Impede the bark, that plorws the deep serene, 

Charg*d with a freight transcending in it's worth 

Hie gems of India, Nature's rarest htrth. 

That flies, like Gabriel on his Lord's eommands, 

A herald of God's love to pagan lands. 

But ah ! what wish can prosper, or what pra/r. 

For merchants rich in cargoes of despair. 

Who drive a loathsome traffic, gauge, and span. 

And buy the muscles and the bones of man ? 

The tender ties of father, husband, friend^ 

All bonds of nature in diat metatient end ; 

And each endures, ivhile ytt he ^braws his breath, 

A stroke as fktal as tlie sithe of Deatii. 

The sa'ole warrior, frantic with regret 

Of her he loves, and n^ver can forget. 

Loses in tears the fiir-receding shore. 

But not tbe thought, that they must meet no more ; 

Bepriv'd of her and freedom at a blow. 

What has he left, that he can yet forego ? 

Yes, to deep sadness sullenly resign'd. 

He feels his body's bondage in his mind ; 

Puts cff his gen'rous nature ; <lnd, to suit 

His manners with his fate, puts on the brute. 

O most degrading of all ills, that wait 
On man, a mourner in faSs best estate ! 
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All other somms Virtue may endure. 

And find submission more tlian half a cure ; 

Grief is itself a med'dne, and bestow-d 

T* improve the fortitude that bears the load. 

To teach the wand'rer, as his woes increase^ 

The path of Wisdom* all whose paths. are peace; 

But slav'ry !— Virtue dreads it as her grave : 

Patience itself is meanness in a slave ; 

Or if the will and sovereignty of God 

Bid suffer it awhile, and kiss the rod, 

1/Vait for the dawning of a brighter day. 

And snap the chain the moment when you may. 

Nature imprints upon whate'er we see. 

That has a heart and life in it, Be free $ 

The beasts are charter'd-— neither age nor force 

Can quell the love of freedom in a horse : 

He breaks the cord, that held him at the rack ; 

And, conscious of an unincumber'd back. 

Snuffs up the morning air, forgets the rein ; 

Loose fly his forelock and his ample mane | 

Besponsive to the distant neigh he neighs $ 

Nor stops till, overleaping all delays. 

He finds the pasture where his fellows gra^e. 

Canst thou, and honour*d with a Christian name. 
Buy what is woman*bom, and feel no shame $ 
Trade in the blood of innocence, and plead 
Expedience as a warrant for the deed ? 
So may the wolf, whom femine has made bold. 
To quit the forest and invade the fold : 
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So may the rui&an, who iirich ghostly glide, - 
Dagger in hand, steals close to your4)edsi4ej 
Not he, but his emergence forced the door« 
He found it inconvenient to be poor. 
Has God then giY*n it*8 sweetness to the cane. 
Unless his laws be trampled on — ^in vain ? 
Built a brave World, which cannot yet subsist, 
Unless his right to rule it be dumiss'd ? 
Impudent blasphemy ! So Folly pleads. 
And, Av'rice being judge, with ease succeeds. 

But grant the plea, and let it stand for just, 
That man make man his pray, because he must; 
Still there is room for pity to abate. 
And soothe the sorrows of so sad a state. 
A Briton knows, or if he knows it not, 
The Scripture plac*d within his reach, he ought. 
That souls have no discriminating hue. 
Alike important in their Maker's view ; 
That none are free from blemish since the foil. 
And Love divine has paid one price fur all. 
The wretch, that works and weeps without relief. 
Has one that notices his silent grief. 
He, from whose hands alone all pow'r proceeds. 
Ranks it's abuse among the foulest deeds. 
Considers eUi ii^justice with a frown ; 
But marks the man, that treads his fellow down. 
Begone^^he whip and bell in that hard hand 
Are hatefiil tnsigns of usurped command. 
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Not Mezioe could purchase kin^ a daim 
To scourge him, weariness his only hUiiie« 
Remember Heav'n has an avenginff rod* 
To smite the poor is treason against God. 

Trouble is grudgingly and hardly brook'd. 
While life's sublimest joys are oveilocdc'd : 
We wander o'er a sunburnt thirsty soil, 
Murm'ring and weary of our daily tmly 
Forget t' enjoy the palm-tree's ofer'd diade. 
Or taste the fountain in the neigbb'ring glade : 
Else who would lose, that had the pow'r t' improve, 
Th* occasion of transmuting fear to love ? 

'tis a godlike privilege to save. 

And he that scorns it is himself a dave. 
Inform his mind ; one flash of heav'nly day 
Would heal his heart, aad melt his chains away. 
'' Beauty for ashes" is a gift indeed. 
And slaves, by truth enlarged, are doubly freed. 
Then would he say, submissive at thy foet. 
While gnttitnde and love made service sweet. 
My dear deliv'rer out of hopeless night. 
Whose bounty bought me but to give me light, 

1 was a bondman on my native plain. 

Sin forg'd, and Ignorance m^de fost, the chiin ; 
Thy lips have shed instruction as the dew. 
Taught me what path to shim, and what pursue ; 
Farewell ray former joys ! I sigh no more 
For Africa's once lov'd, bemghted shore ; 
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Servini^ n benefiMtor I am free ; 

At my best home^ if not ezil'd from thee. 

Some men make gain a fountain, whence proctedt 
A stream of lib'ral and heitHc deeds ; 
The swell of pity, not to be oonfin'd 
Within the scanty limits of the mind. 
Disdains the bank, and throws the golden sands, 
A rich deposit, on the bordering lands : 
These have an ear for his paternal call. 
Who makes some rieh for the supply of all ; 
God's gift with pleasure in his praise employ $ 
And THOBBTTOif is&miliar with the joy. 

O could I worship aught beneath the skies. 
That Earth has seen, or foncy can devise. 
Thine altar, sacred Liberty, should stand. 
Built by no mereenary vulgar hand. 
With fragrant turf, and flow'rs as wild and fair 
As ever dress'd a bank, or scented summer air. 
Duly, as ever on the mountain's height 
The peep of Morning shed a dawning light. 
Again, when Ev'ning in her sober vest 
Drew the gray curtain of the foding west, 
My soul should yield thee willing thanks and praise, 
For the chief blessingB of my fairest days : 
But that were sacrilege— praise is not thine. 
But his who gave thee, and preserves thee nunc : 
Else I would asuf , and as I spake bid fly 
A captive bird into Ihe boondless sky, 
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This triple realm adores thee— tiiou art come 
From Sparta hither, and art here at home. 
We feel thy force still active, at this hour 
£i\joy immunity from priestly pow*r. 
While Consdence, happier than in ancient yean^ 

« 

Owns no superior but the God she fears. 

Propitious spirit ! yet expunge a wrong 

Thy rights have suffer'd, and our land, too iong^. 

Teach mercy to ten thousand hearts, that share 

The fears and hopes of a commercial care. 

Piisons expect the wicked, and were built 

To bind the lawless, and to punish f^ilt ;1 

But shipwreck, earthquake, battle, (ire, and flood. 

Are mighty miscbiefe, not to be withstood ; 

And honest Merit stands on slipp'ry ground, 

Where covert guile and artifice abound. 

Let just Restraint, for public peace design'd* 

Chain up the wolves and tigers of mankind ; 

The foe of virtue has no claim to thee. 

But let insolvent Innocence go free. 

Patron of else the most despis'd of men. 
Accept the tribute of a stranger's pen $ 
Verse, like the laurel, it's immortal meed. 
Should be the guerdon of a noble deed ; 
I may alarm thee, but I fear the shame 
(Charity chosen as my theme and aim) 
I must incur, forgetting Howard's name. 
Blest with all wealth can give thee, to resign 
tfoys doubly sweet to feelings quick as thine. 



} 
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To qidt the bliss thy rural scenes bestow* 
To seek a nobler amidst scenes of wo, 
To traverse seas, range kingdoms, and brine home, 
Not the proud monuments of Greece or Rome^ 
But knowledge such as only dungeons teach. 
And only sympathy like thine couJd reach ; 
That grief, sequestered from the public stage. 
Might smooth her feathers, and ei^oy her cage ; 
Speaks a divine ambition, and a zeal. 
The boldest patriot might be proud to feel. 
O that the voice of clamour and debate. 
That pleads for peace till it disturbs the state. 
Were hush*d in favour of thy gen'rous plea, 
The poor thy clients, and Heav'n*s smile thy fee * 
Philosophy, that does not dream or stray. 
Walks arm in arm with Nature all his way ; 
Compasses £ai;th, dives into it, ascends 
Whatever steep inquiry recommends. 
Sees planetary wonders smoothly roll 
Round other systems under her control. 
Drinks wisdom at the milky stream of light. 
That cheers the silent journey of the ni^ht. 
And brings at his return a bosom charg'd 
With rich instruction, and a soul enlarg*d. 
The treasured sweets of the capacious plan. 
That Heav'n spreads wide before the view of man. 
All prompt his pleas'd pursuit, and to pursue 
Still prompt him, with a plea8^re always new | 
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He too has a eoimecting pow'r, and draws 

Man to the centre of the common cause. 

Aiding a dubioos and deficient sight 

With a new medium and a purer light. 

All truth is precious, if not all divine ; 

And what dilates the pow'rs must needs refine. 

He reads the skies, and, watching ev'ry change, 

IVovides the faculties an ampler range; 

And wins mankind, as his attempts prevail, 

A prouder station on the gen'ral scale. 

But Reason still, unless divinely taught, 

WhBte*er she learns, learns nothing as she ought ; 

The lamp of revelation only shows. 

What human vrisdom cannot hut oppose. 

That man, in nature's richest mantle clad. 

And grac'd with all philosophy can add. 

Though fair witiiout, and luminous within. 

Is still the progeny and heir of sin. 

Thus taught, dpwn hSh the plumage of his pride ; 

He feels his need of an unerring guide. 

And knows that fallin|; he shaiH rise no more. 

Unless the pow'r that bade lum stand restore. 

This is indeed philosophy ; tins known 

Makes wisdom, worthy of the name, his own ; 

And without this, whatever he discuss ; 

Whether the space between the stars and us ; 

Whether he measure Earth, coimpute the sea. 

Weigh sunbeams, oarvte a fly, or spit a flea ; 
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The solemn tiifler with his boasted sklU 
Toik much, and is a solemn trifler still 
Blind was he bom, and his misguided eyes 
Grown dim in trifling studies, blind he dies. 
Self-knowledge truly leam'd of course implies 
The rich poaseasion of a nobler prize ; 
For self to self, and God to man reveal'd, 
(Two themes to Nature's eye for ever seal'd) 
Are taught by rays, that fly with equal pace 
From the same centre of enlight'ning grace, 
Aere stay thy foot ; how copious^ and how dear, 
Th' o'erflowing well of Charity springs here ! 
Hark ! 'tis the music of a thousand rills. 
Some through the groves, some down the sloi^nghills, 
Winding a secret or an open course. 
And all supplied from an eternal source, 
llie ties of Nature do but feebly bind; 
And Commerce partially reclaims mankind ; 
Fliilosophy, without his heav'nly guide, 
May blow up self-«onceit, and nourish pride. 
But, while his promise is the reasoning part, 
Has still a vdl of midnight on his heart : 
'TIS Truth divine, ezhilnted on Earth, 
Givea Charity her being and her birth. 

Suppose (when thought is warm and fancy flows, 
l¥hat wiU not argument sometimes suppose?) 
An isle possessed by creatures of our kind. 
Endued with reason, yet by nature blind. 
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Let Supposition lend her aid once moiv. 
And land some grave optician on the shore : 
He claps his lens, if haply they may see. 
Close to the part where vision ought to be ; 
But finds, that, though his tubes assist the sight. 
They cannot give it, or make* darkness light. 
He reads wise kcturesj and describes aloud 
A sense they know not, to the wond*ring crowd ; 
He talks of light, and the prismatic hues. 
As men of depth in erudition use ; 
But all he gains for his harangue is*— Well y 
What monstrous lies some travellers will tell ! 

The soul, whose sight adt-quick'ning gprace renews. 
Takes the resemblance of the good she views. 
As diamonds, stripp'd of their opaque disguise. 
Reflect the noonday glory of the skies. 
She speaks of him, her author, guardian, friend. 
Whose love knew no beginning, knows no end. 
In language warm as all that love inspires. 
And in the glow of her intense desires. 
Pants to communicate her noble fires. 
She sees a world stark blind to what employs 
Her eager thought, and feeds her flowing joys ; 
Though Wisdom hail them, heedless of her call. 
Flies to save teme, and feels a pang for all : 
Herself as weak as her support is strong. 
She feels that frailty she denied so Ibng^; ' 
And, firom a knowledge of her own disease, 
Ltiamt to iwmpassionate the sick the sees. 



} 
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Here see, acquitted of all vain pretence. 
The reign of genuine Charity commence. 
Though soom repay her sympathetic tears, 
She still is kind, and still she perseveres ; 
The truth she loves a sightless world blaspheme, 
'TIS childish dotage, a delirious dream. 
The danger they discern not, they deny ; ^ 
Laugh at their only remedy, and die. 
But still a soul thus touch'd can never eease. 
Whoever threatens war, to speak of peace. 
Pure in her aim, and in her temper mild« 
Her wisdom seems the weakness of a child : 
She makes excuses where she might condemn, 
Revird by those that hate her, prays for them ; 
Suspicion lurks not in her artless breast. 
The worst suggested, she believes the best ; 
Not soon provok'd, however stung and teasM, 
And, if perhaps made angry, soon appeas'd ; 
She rather waves than will dispute her right, • 
And ii^ur'd makes forgiveness her delight. 

Such was the portrait an apostle drew, 
The bright original was one he knew 
Heav'n held his hand, the likeness must 

When one, that holds ciommunion with the skies, 
Has fiU'd his urn where these pure waters rise, 
And once more mingles with us meaner things, 
Tis ev'n as if an angel shook his wings ; 

o 
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Immortal fragnaee fills the drcuk wide. 
That tells us whence his treasures are sup|4ied. 
So when a ship well freighted with the storesy 
The sun matures on India's spicy shores, 
Has dropp'd her anchor, and her canvass furl'd^ 
In some safe haven of our western world, 
"Twere vain inquiry to what port she went» 
The gale informs us, laden with the scent. 

Some seek, when queasy conscience has it'squalms. 
To lull the painful malady with alms ; 
But charity not feign*d intendi alone 
Another's good^— theirs centres in their own ; 
And, too short liv'd to reach the realms of peace 
Must cease for ever when the poor shall cease. 
Flavia, most tender of her own good name« 
Is rather careless of her sister's fame : 
Her superfluity the poor supplies. 
But, if she touch a character, it dies. 
The seeming virtue weigh'd against die vice. 
She deems aU safe, for she has paid the price : 
No charity hut alms aught values she. 
Except in porc'lain on her manteltree. 
How many deeds, with which the world has rung. 
From Pride, in league with Ignorance, have spmn|^ ! 
But God o'errules all human follies still. 
And bends the tough materials to his will. 
A conflagration, or a wintiy flood. 
Has left some hundreds without home or food ; 
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Extravagance and Av'rice shall aubBcribe, 
While fame and self^iomplacence are the bribe. 
The brief proclaim'd, it visits ev'ry pew» 
But jfirst the squire's, a compliment but due * 
With slow deliberation he unties 
His glitt'ring purse, that envy of all eyes. 
And, while the clerk just puxzles out the psalm. 
Slides guinea behind guinea in his palm ; 
Till finding, what he might have found before, 
A smaller piece amidst the predous store, 
Pinch'd close between his finger and his thumb. 
He half ezlulnts, and then drops the sum. 
Gold to be sure !— Throughout the town 'tis told. 
How the good squire gives never less than gold. 
From motives such as his, though not the best. 
Springs in due time supply for the distress'd ; 
Not less effectual than what love bestows. 
Except that office clips it as it goes. 

But lest I seem to sin against a friend. 
And wound the grace I mean to recommend^ 
(Though vice derided with a Just design 
Implies no trespass against love divine,) 
Once more I would adopt the graver style, 
A teacher should be sparing of his smile. 
Unless a love of virtue light the flame. 
Satire is, more than those he brands, to blaade ; 
He hides behind a magisterial air 
His own offences, and strips others bare ; 
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Affects indeed a most humane concern. 
That men, if gently tutor'd, will not leain ; 
That mulish Folly, not to be reclaimed 
By softer metliods, must be made asham'd ; 
But (I might instanoe in St. Patrick's dean) 
Too often radls to gratify his spleen. 
Most sat'rists are indeed a public scourge ; 
Their mildest physic is a farrier's purge ; 
Their acrid temper turns, as so6n as stirr'dn 
The milk of their good purpose all to curd. 
Their zeal begotten, as their works rehearse. 
By lean dekpair upon an empty purse. 
The wild assassins start into the street. 
Prepared to poniard whomsoever they meet. 
No skill in swordmanship, however just. 
Can be secure against a madman's thrust ; 
And even Virtue, so unfairly match'd. 
Although immortal, may be prick'd or scratch'd. 
When Scandal has new minted an old lie. 
Or tax'd invention for a fresh supply, 
'TIS call'd a satire, and the world l^ypearB 
Gathering around it with erected ears : 
A thousand names are toss'd into the crowd ; 
Some whisper'd softly, and some twang'd aloud ; 
Just as the sapience of an author's brain 
Suggests it safe or dang'rous to be plain. 
Strange ! how the frequent intexjected dash 
Quickens a market, and helps off the tra^sh ; 
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Th' important letters, that- include the rest. 
Serve as a key to those that are suppress'd ; 
Conjecture gripes the victims in his paw, 
The world is charm'd, and Scrib escapes the law. 
So, when the cold damp shades of night prevaU, 
Worms may be caught by either head or tail ; 
Forcibly drawn from many a dose recess. 
They meet with little pity, no redress ; 
Plung'd in the stream they lodge upon the mud. 
Food for the famish'd rovers of the flood. 
All zeal for a reform, that gives offence 
To peace and charity, is mere pretence : 
A bold remark, but which, if well applied. 
Would humble many a tow'ring poet's pride. 
Perhaps the man waa^in a sportive fit. 
And had no other play-place for his wit ; 
Perhaps enchanted with the love of fame. 
He sought the jewel in his neighbour's shame ; 
P6rhap&— whatever end he might pursue. 
The cause of virtue could not be his view. 
At e^'ry stroke wit flashes in our eyes ; 
The turns are quick, the polish'd points surprise. 
But shine with cruel and tremendous charms. 
That, while they please, possess us with alarms ; 
So have I seen, (and hasten'd to the sight 
On all the wings of holiday delight) 
Where stands that monument of ancient pow'r, 
Nam'd with emphatic dignity, the Tow'r, 

Q 3 
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Gulu, balbertSy swords, and pistols, great and small. 

In starry forms dispoe'd upon the wall ; 

We wonder, as we ga«ng stand below, 

That brass and steel should make so fine a show ; 

But though we praise th' exact designer's sidU, 

Account them implements of mischief still. 

No works shall find acceptance in that day, 
When all disguises shall be rent away. 
That square not truly with the Scripture plan. 
Nor spring firom love to God, or love to man. 
As he ordains things sordid in their birth 
To be resolv'd into their parent earth ; 
And, though the soul shall seek superior orbs, 
Whate'er this world produces, it absorbs ; 
So self starts nothing, but what tends apace 
Home to the goal, where it began the race. 
Such as our motive is, our aim must be ; 
If this be servile, that can ne'er be free : 
If self employ us, whatsoe'er is wrought. 
We glorify that, self, not him we ought ; 
Such virtues had need prove their own reward. 
The judge of all men owes them no regard. 
True Charity, a plant divinely nurs'd. 
Fed by the love, fh>m which it rose at first, 
Thrives against hope, and in the iiidest seen*. 
Storms but enliven it's unfeding green ; 
Exub'rant is the shadow it supplies, / 

It's fruit on earth, if s growth abovs the skies. 
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To look at Him, who fomu'd in and redeem'd» 
So glorious now, though onoe so disesteem'dy 
To see a God stretch forth bis human hand» 
T* uphold the boundless scenes of his oommand ; 
To reooUecty that, In a form like ours. 
He bruis'd beneath his feet th' infernal pow'rs 
Captivity led captive, roie to claim 
Hie wreath he won so dearly in our name ; 
That thron'd above all height he condescends. 
To call the few that trust in him his firiends ; 
That, In the HeaVn of hea^ns, that space he dttms 
Too scanty for th' exertioB of his beams, 
And shines, as if impatient to bestow 
Life and a kingdom upon worms below ; 
That sight imparts a never-dying flame. 
Though feeble in degree. In kind the sam«. 
like him the soul thus kindled from abov* 
Spreads wide her arms of universal love ; 
And, still enlarged as she receives the graoe^ 
Includes creation In her dose embrace. 
Behold a Christian !-^uid without the first 
The founder of that name alone inspires, 
lliough all accomplishment, ail knowledge mcet^ 
To make the shining prodigy complete. 
Whoever boasts that name— behold a cheat ! 
Were love, in these the World's last doting years. 
As frequent as the want of it appears, 
The churches warm'd, they would no longer bold 
Such ftocen figures, stiff as they are cold s 
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Relenting foims would lose their .pow'r, or cease ; 
And ev'n the dipp'd and sprinkled live in peace : 
Each heart would quit it's prison in the breast. 
And flow in free communion with the rest. 
The statesman, skill'd in projects dark and deep. 
Might burn his useless Machiavel, and sleep ; 
His hudget often fill'd, yet always poor, 
Might swing at ease behind his study door. 
No longer prey upon our annual rents. 
Or scare the nation with it's big contend : 
Disbanded legions freely might depart. 
And slaying man would cease to be an art. 
No learned disputants would take the field. 
Sure not to conquer, and sure not to yield ; 
JS^th sides deoeiv'd, if rightly understood. 
Pelting each other for the public good. 
Did charity prevail, the press would prove 
A vehicle of virtue, truth, and love ; 
And I might spare myself the pains to show 
What few can learn, and all suppose they know. 
Thus have I sought to grace a serious lay 
With many a wild indeed but flow'iy spray. 
In hopes to gain; what else I must have lost, 
Th' attention pleasure has so much engrofis'd. 
But if unhappily deceiv*d I dream. 
And prove too weak for so divine a thei|ie» 
Let Charity forgive me a mistake. 
That ceal, not vanity, has chanc'd to make, 
\nd spare the poet for his subject's sake. 
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Nam Deque me tantom TcnieDtis ribUns ttutrl. 
Nee pereoMa JaTSiit floctft tarn litora, nee <ioae 
Steotas inter decnrnuit flamim ▼alles. 

Virg, Eck 5. 



± HOUGH nature weigh our talents, and dupeme 
To ev'ry man his modicum of sense. 
And Convenation in it's better part 
May be esteem'd a gift, and not ui art. 
Yet much depends, as in the tiller's toil. 
On culture, and the sowing of the soil. 
Words leam'd by rote a parrot may rehearse. 
But talking is not always to converse ; 
Not more distinct firom harmony divine. 
The constant creaking of a country sign. 
As Alphabets in ivory employ. 
Hour after hour, the yet unletter'd boy. 
Sorting and puaizUng with a deal of glee 
Those seeds of science called his A b c ; 
So language in the mouths of the adult. 
Witness it's insignificant tesult. 
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TooiofteB proTM an implement of play, 

A toy to sport mtik, and pass time awi^. 

Collect at ev'ning what the day brought forth. 

Compress the sum into it's solid worth, 

And if it weigh th' importance of a fly, 

The scales are ftlse, or algebra a lie. 

Sacred interpreter of human thought. 

How few respect or use thee as they ought ! 

But all shall give account of ev'ry wrong, 

Who dare dishonour or defile the tongue ; 

Who prostitute it in the cause of vice. 

Or sell their gloiy at a market-price ; 

Who vote for hire, or point it with lampoon, 

Ihe dear-bought placeman, and the cheap buffoon. 

There is a prurience in the speech of some, 
Wrath stayshim, or elseCkid wouldstrilce them dumb: 
His wise forbearance has their end in riew. 
They fill their measure, and receive tlieir due. 
The heathen law-givers of ancient days. 
Names almost worthy of a Christian's praise. 
Would drive them forth finom the resort of men^ 
And shut up ev'iy satyr in his den. 
O come not ye near innocence and truth, 
Te worms that eat into the bud of youth ! 
Infectious as impure, your blighting pow'r 
Taints in it's rudiments the promis'd flow'r , 
It's odour perish'd and if s charming hue. 
Thenceforth 'tis hatefol, for it sraelb of you. 
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Not er*!! the yigorous and faeadlooff raffe 

Of adolescence, or a firmer age. 

Affords a plea allowable or just 

For makinff speech the pamperer of lust ; 

But when the breath of age commits the fault, 

Tis nauseous as the vapour of a vault. 

So withered stumps disgrace the sylvan scene. 

No longer fruitful, and no longer green ; 

The sapless wood, divested of the bark, 

Grows fungous, and takes fire at ev'ry spark. 

Oaths terminate, as Paul observes, all strife- 
Some men have surely then a peaceful life ; 
Whatever subject occupy discourse. 
The feats of Vestris, or the naval force, 
Asseveration blust'ring in your face 
Makes contradiction such a hopeless case : 
In ev'iy tale they tell, or false or true. 
Well known, or such as no m^ ever knew. 
They fix attention, heedless of your pain. 
With oaths like rivets fbrc'd into the bram ; 
And ev'n when sober truth prevails throughout. 
They swear it, till affirmance breeds a doubt. 
A Persian, humble servant of the sun. 
Who though devout yet bigotry had none. 
Hearing a lawyer, grave in his address* 
^th adjurations ev'ry word impress. 
Supposed the man a bishop, or at least, 
God's name sti much upon bis lips, a priest ; 
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Bow'd at the dose with all his graceful airs. 
And begg'd an interest in his frequent pray'is. 

Go, quit the rank to which ye stood preferred. 
Henceforth associate in one common herd ; 
Religion, virtue, reason, common sense, 
Pronounce your human form a fake pretence ; 
A mere disguise, in which a devil lurks. 
Who yet hetrays his secret by his works. 

Ye pow'rs who rule the tongue, if such there are. 
And make colloquial happiness your care. 
Preserve me from the thing I dread and hate, 
A duel in the form of a debate. 
The clash of arguments and jar of words. 
Worse than the mortal brunt of rival swords. 
Decide no question with their tedious length. 
For opposition gives opinion strength. 
Divert the champions prodigal of breath. 
And put the peaceably-dispos'd to death. 

thwart me not, sir Soph, at ev'ry tun^ 
Nor carp at ev'iy flaw you may discern ; 
Though syllogisms hang not on my tongue, 

1 am not surely always in the wrong ; 
'Tis hard if all is false, that I advance, 

A fool must now and then be right by chanoa. 
Not that all ireedom of dissent I blame ; • 
No— there I grant the privilege I claim. 
A disputable point is no man's ground ; 
Rove where you please, 'tis oommon all around. 
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DiseouTM may want an ammated— No» 
To brush the surfaoe, and to make it flow ; 
But still remember, if you mean to please. 
To press your point with modesty and ease. 
The mark, at whk:h my juster aim I take. 
Is contradiction for it's own dear sake. 
Set your opinion at whatever pitch. 
Knots and impediments make something hitch ; 
Adopt his own, 'tis equally in vain. 
Your thread of argument is snapp'd again ; 
The wrangler, rather than accord with you. 
Will judge himself deceiv'd, and prove it too. 
Vociferated lo^c kills me quite, 
A noisy man is always in the right, 
I twirl my thumbs, fall back into my chair. 
Fix on the wainscot a distressful stare. 
And, when I hope his blunders are all out. 
Reply discreetly—To be sure — no doubt ! 
DuBius is such a scrupulous good maiH- 
Yes — ^you may catch him tripping, if you can. 
He would not, with a peremptoiy tone. 
Assert the nose upon his face his own ; 
With hesitation admirahly slow. 
He humbly hope»-ipresumes-— it may be so. 
His evidence, if he were call'd by law 
To swear to some enormity he saw. 
For want of prominence and just relief, 
WouM hang an honest man, and save a thief. 

p 
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• 

Through constant dread of giving truth offcnee. 

He ties up all his hearers in suspense ; 

Knows what he knows, as if he knew it not ; 

VIThat he remembers seems to have forgot ; 

His sole opinion, whatsoe'er befall. 

Centring at last in having none at all. 

Yet, though he tease and balk your list'ning ear, 

He makes one usefhl point exceeding dear ; 

Howe'er ingenious on his darling theme 

A sceptic in philosophy pay seem, 

Beduc'd to practice, his beloved rule 

Would only prove him a consummate fool ; 

Useless in him alike both brain and speech. 

Fate having plac'd all truth above his reach. 

His ambiguities lus total sum, 

He might as well be blind, and deaf, and dumb. 

Where men of judgment creep and feel their way, 
llie positive pronounce without dismay ; 
Their want of light and intellect supplied 
By sparks absurdity strikes out of pride. 
Without the means of knowing right from wrong, 
Th^ always are decisive, clear, and strong ; 
Where others toil with philoso^ic force. 
Their nimble nonsense takes a shorter course ; 
Flings at your head conviction in the lump. 
And gains remote conclusions at a jump : 
Their own defect, invisible to them. 
Seen in another, they at once condemn ; 
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And, thoiigli self-idoliz*d in ev'ry case. 
Hate their owu likeness in a Inrother's face. 
The cause is plain, and not to he denied, 
The proud are always most proYok'd hy pride, 
Few cumpetitions but engender spite ; 
And those the most, where neither has a right. 
The point of honour has been deero*d of use. 
To teach good manners, and to curb abuse ; 
Admit it true, the consequence is dear. 
Our polish'd manners are a mask we wear. 
And, at the bottom barbarous still and rudt. 
We are restrained indeed, but not subdu'd. 
The very remedy,, however sure. 
Springs from the mischief it intends to ture. 
And savage in it's principle appears. 
Tried, as it should be, by the fruit it bears. 
'Tis hard indeed, if nothing will defend 
Mankind from quarrels but their fatal end ; 
That now and then a hero must decease. 
That the surviving world may live in peace. 
Perhaps at last close scrutiny may show 
The practice dastardly, and mean, and low ; 
That men engage in it compell'd by force. 
And fear, not courage, is it's proper source. 
The fear of tyrant custom, and the fear 
Lest fops should censure us, and fools should sneer. 
At least to trample on our Maker's law^ 
And hasard life for any or no cause. 
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To rush into a fix'd eternal state 
Out of die very flames of rage and hate^ 
Or send another shiv'rin^-4;o the bar 
With all the g^ilt of such unnat'ral war, 
Whatever Use may urge, or Honour plead. 
On Reason's verdict is a madman's deed. 
Am I to set my life upon a throw. 
Because a bear is rude and surly ? No~ 
A moral, sensible, and well bred man 
Will not afih>nt me ; and no other can. 
Were I empow'r'd to regulate the lists. 
They should encounter with well-loaded fists ; 
A Trojan combat would be something new. 
Let Dares beat Entellus black and blue ; 
Then each might show, to his admiring friends, 
In honourable bumps his rich amends. 
And carry, in contusions of his skull, 
A satisfactory receipt in full. 

A story, in which native humour reig^. 
Is often useful, always entertains : 
A graver fact, enlisted on your side. 
May furnish illustration, well applied ; 
But sedentary weavers of long tales 
Give me the fidgets, and my patience fails. 
'Tis the most asinine employ on Earth, 
To hear them tell of parentage and birth. 
And ecllb conversations, dull and dry, 
EmbeUish'd with^J^f said, and /S^ M^ /. 
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At ev'ry interview their route the same, 
rhe repetition makes attention lame : 
We bustle up with unsuccessful speed. 
And in the saddest part cry-— />ro// indeed! 
The path of narrative with care pursue. 
Still making probability your clew ; 
On all the vestiges of truth attend, 
And let them guide you to a decent end. 
Of all ambitions man may entertain. 
The worst, that can invade a fickly brain. 
Is that, which angles hourly for surprise. 
And baits it's hook with prodigies and lies. 
Credulous infancy, or age as weak. 
Are fittest auditors for such to seek. 
Who to please others will themselves disgrace. 
Yet please not, but afiront you to your face. 
A great retailer of this curious ware ^ 
Having unloaded and made many stare. 
Can this be true ?— an arch observer cries. 
Yes, (rather mov'd) 1 saw it with these eyes ; 
Sir ! I believe it on that ground alone ; 
I could not, had I seen it with my own. 

A tale should be judicious, clear, succinct ; 
The language plain, and incidents well link'd ; 
Tell not as new what ev'ry body knows, 
And, new or old, still hasten to a close ; 
There, centring in a focus round and neat. 
Let all your rays of information meet. 
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What neither yields us profit nor delight 

Is like a nurse's luilahy at night ; 

Guy Earl of Warwick and fair Eleanore, 

Or ^ant-killing Jack, would please me more. 

The pipe, with solemn interposing puff, 
Makes half a sentence at a time enough ; 
The dozing sages drop the drowsy strain. 
Then pause, and puff—and speak, and pause again. 
Such often, like the tube they so admire. 
Important tiiflers ! have more smoke than fire. 
Pernicious weed ! whose scent the fair annoys^ 
Unfriendly to society's chief joys. 
Thy worst effect is banishing for hours 
The sex, whose presence civilizes ours : 
Thou art indeed the drug a gard'ner wants. 
To poison vermin that infest his plants ; 
But are we so to wit and beauty blind. 
As to despise the glory of our kind. 
And show the softest minds and fairest forms 
As little mercy, as he grubs and worms ? 
They dare nut wait the riotous abuse. 
Thy thirst-creating steams at length produce. 
When wine has giv'n indecent language birth. 
And forc'd the floodgates of licentious mirth ; 
For seaborn Venus her attachment shows 
Still to that element, from which she rose. 
And with a quiet, which no fumes disturb. 
Sips meek infusions of a milder herb. 
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Th' empliatic fipeaker dearly loves t* oppoie« 
In contact inconvement» nose to nose. 
As if the gnomon on his neighbour's phia^ 
Touch'd with the magnet had attracted his. 
His whispered theme, dilated and at large, 
Proves after all a windgun's Idry charge, 
An extract of his diaiy— -no more, 
A tasteless journal of the day before. 
He walk'd abroad, o'ertaken in the rain 
Call'd on a friend, drank tea, stepp'd home again, 
Resum'd his purpose, had a world of talk 
With one he stumbled on, and lost his walk. 
I interrupt him with a sudden bow. 
Adieu, dear Sir ! lest you should lose it now. 

I cannot talk with civet in the room, 
A fine puss-gentleman that's all perfume ; 
The sight's enough— no need to smell a beau-^ 
Who thrusts his nose into a rareeshow ? 
HiB odoriferous attempts to please 
Perhaps might prosper with a swarm of bees ; 
But we that make no honey, though we sting, 
Poets, are sometimes apt to maul the thing. 
Tis wrong to bring into a mia'd resort. 
What makes some sick, and others a-la-morit 
An argument of cogence, wt may say. 
Why such a one should keep himself away. 

A graver coaeomb we may sometimes see^ 
Quite at absurd, though not to light as he : 
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A shallow brain behiud a serious mask. 

An oracle within an empty cask, 

The solemn fop ; significant and budge ; 

A fool with judges, amongst fook a judge ; 

He says but little, and that little said 

Owes all it's weight, like loaded dice, to lead. 

His wit invites yoji by his looks to come, . 

But when you knock it never is at home . 

•Tis like a parcel sent you by the stage. 

Some handsome present, as your hopes presage ; 

'Tis heavy, bulky, and bids fair to prove 

An absent friend's fidelity and love. 

But when unpack'd your disappointment groans 

To find it stuff 'd with brickbats, earth, and stones. 

Some men employ their health, an ugly trick. 
In making known how oft they have been sick. 
And give us in recitals of -disease 
A doctor's trouble, but without the fees ; 
Relate how many weeks they kept their bed. 
How an emetic ot cathartic sped ; 
Nothing is slightly touch'd, much less forgot. 
Nose, ears, and eyes, seem present <in the spot. 
Now the distemper, spite of draught or pill, 
Victorious seem'd, and now the doctor's skill ; 
And now— alas for unforeseen mishaps ! 
They put on a damp^nightcap and relapse ; 
They thought they must have died, they were so btd« 
Their peevish heanrp almost wish they had. 
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Some fretful tempers wince at ev'iy touch, 
You always do too little or too much : 
You speak with life, in hopes to entertain, 
Your elevated voice goes through the brain ; 
You fall at once into a lower key. 
That's worse— the drone-pipe of an humblebee. 
The southern sash admits too strong a light. 
You rise and drop the curtain— now *tis night. 
He shakes with cold— you stir the fire and strive 
To make a blaze— that's roasting lum alive. 
Serve him with venison, and he chooses fish ; 
With soal — that's just the sort he would not wish. 
He takes what he at first profess'd to loath, 
And in due time feeds heartily on both ; 
Yet still, o'erelouded with a constant ih)wn. 
He does not swallow, but he gulps it down. 
Your hope to please him vain on ev'ry plan. 
Himself should work that wonder, if he can— , 
Alas ! his efforts double his distress. 
He likes yours little, and his own still less. 
Thus always teasing others, always teas'd, 
His only pleasure is-^o be displeas'd. 

I pity bashful men, who feel the pain 
Of fancied scorn and undeserv'd disdain. 
And bear the marks upon a blushing face 
Of needless shame, and self-impos'd disgrace. 
Our sensibilities are so acute, 
The fear of being silent makes us mute. 
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We sometimes tliink we could a speech produce 

Much to the purpose, if our tongues were loose ; 

But being tried, it dies upon the lip. 

Faint as a chicken's note that has the pip : 

Our wasted oil unprofttably burns, 

like hidden lamps in old sepulchral urns. 

Few Frenchmen of this evil have complain'd ; 

It seems as if we Britons were ordain'd. 

By way of wholesome curb upon our pride, 

To fear each other, fearing none beside. 

The cause perhaps inquiiy.may descry. 

Self seaidling with an introverted eye, 

Conceal'd within an unsuspected part. 

The vainest comer of our own vain heart : 

For ever uming at the World's esteem. 

Our self-importance ruins it's own scheme ; 

In other eyes our talents rarely shown. 

Become at length so splendid in our own. 

We dare not risk them into public view. 

Lest they miscany of what seems their due. 

TYue modesty is a discerning grace, 

And only blushes in the proper place ; 

But counterfeit is blind, and skulks through fear. 

Where 'tis a shame to be asham'd t' appear : 

Humility the parent of the first. 

The last by vanity produc'd and nurs'd* 

The circle ibrm'd, we sit in silent state, 

like figures drawn upon a dial-plate ; 
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Yes ma'am, and no ma'am, utter'd coftly, show 

£¥"17 five minutes how the minutes go ; 

Each individual, suff'ring a constraint 

Poetry may, but colours cannot piunt, 

As if in close committee on the sky, 

Reports it hot or cold, or wet or dry ; . 

And finds a changing clime a happy source 

Of wise reflection, and well-tim*d discourse. 

We next inquire, but softly and by stealth, 

like conservators of the public health, 

Of epidemic throats, if such there are, 

And coughs, and rheums, and phthisic, and oatarrh. 

That theme exhausted, a wide chasm ensues, 

Fill'd up at last with interesting news, 

Who danc'd with whom, and who are like to wed. 

And who is hang'd, and who is brought to bed : 

But fear to call a more important cause. 

As if 'twere treason against English laws. 

The visit paid, with ecstacy we come. 

As from a sev'n yean transportation, home. 

And there resume an unembarrass'd brow. 

Recovering what we lost we know not how. 

The faculties, that scem'd reduc'd to nought. 

Expression and the privilege of thought. 

The reeking, roaring hero of the chase, 
I give him over as a desp'rate case. 
Physicians write in hopes to work a cure. 
Never, if honest ones, when death is sure ; 
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And thou|;h the ibx he follows may be tam'd, 
A mere fox-foll*wer never is reclajm'd. 
S(ime farrier should prescribe his proper course. 
Whose only fit companion is his horse. 
Or if, deserving of a better doom, 
The noble beast judge otherwise, his groom. 
Yet ev'u the rogue that serves him, though he standi 
To take his honour's orders, cap in hand. 
Prefers his fellow-grooms with much good senses 
Their skill a truth, his master's a pretence. 
If neither horse nor groom affect the squire. 
Where can at last his jockeyship retire ? 
O to the club, the scene of savage joys. 
The school of coarse good fellowship and noise ; 
There, in the sweet society of those. 
Whose friendship from his boyish years he chose. 
Let him improve his talent if he can. 
Till none but beasts acknowledge him a man. 
Man's heart had been impenetrably seal'd, 
Like theirs that cleave the flood or graze the fields 
Had not his Maker's all-bestowing hand 
Giv'n him a soul, and bade him understand ; 
The reas'ning pow'r vouchsaf 'd of course inferr'd 
The pow'r to clothe that reason with his word ; 
For aU is perfect, that God works on Earth, 
And he, that gives conception, aids the birth. 
If this be plain, 'tis plainly understood. 
What uses of his boon the giver would. 
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Tbe Afind, ditpaitcfa'd upoiK her busy toil. 

Should range where Providence has bless'd the toll ; 

Visiting ev'ry floVr with labour meet. 

And gathering all her treasures sweet by sweet. 

She should imbue the tongue with what she sips. 

And shed the balmy blessing on the lips. 

That good diffus'd may more abundant grow, 

And speech may praise the poVr that bids it flow. 

Will the sweet warbler of the livelong night, 

That fills the list'ning lover with delight. 

Forget his harmony, with rapture heard. 

To learn the twitt'ring of a meaner bird ? 

Or make the parrot's mimicry his choice, 

That odious libel on a human voice ? 

No— Nature, unsophisticate by man. 

Starts not aside fh)m her Creator's plan ; 

The melody, that was at first design'd 

To cheer the rude forefathers of mankind, 

Is note for note deliver'd in our ears. 

In the last scene of her six thousand years. 

Yet Fashion, leader of a chatt'ring train, 

Whom man for his own hurt permits to reign. 

Who shifts and changes all things but his shape, 

And would degrade her vot'ry to an ape. 

The fruitfiil parent of abuse and wrong, 

Holds a usurp'd dominion o'er his tongue ; 

lliere sits and prompts him with his own disgrace. 

Prescribes the thenip, the tone, and the grimace, 
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And, when acoomplish'd-in her wayward school. 

Calls gentleman whom she has made a fool. 

'Tis an unalterahle fix'd decree. 

That none could frame or ratify hut she. 

That Heav'n and Hell, and righteousness and 8in« 

Snares in his path, and foes that lurk within, . 

God and his attributes (a field of day 

Where 'tis an angeVs happiness to stray). 

Fruits of his love and wonders of his might. 

Be never nam'd in ears esteem'd polite. 

That he who dares, when she forhids, be grave. 

Shall stand proscriVd, a madman or a knave, 

A close designer not to be believ'd. 

Or, if excus'd that charge, at least deceiv'd. 

Oh folly worthy of the nulrse's lap. 

Give it the breast, or stop it's mouth with pap ! 

Is it incredible, or can it- seem 

A dream to any, except those that dream, 

That man should love his Maker, and that fire. 

Warming his heart, should at his lips transpire ? 

Know then, and modestly let fall your eyes. 

And veil your daring crest that braves the skies ; 

That air of insolence affironts your God, 

You need his pardon, and provoke his rod : 

Now, in a posture that becomes you more 

Than that heroic strut assum'd before. 

Know, your arrears with ev'ry hour accrue 

For mercy shown, while wrath is justly due. 
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The time is short, and there are souls on Earth, 
Though future pain may serve for present mirth. 
Acquainted with the woes^ that fear or shame, 
By Fashion taught, forhade them once to name. 
And, having felt the pangs you deem a jest. 
Have prov'd them truths too hig to he express'd. 
Go seek on revelation's hallow'd ground. 
Sure to succeed, the remedy they found ; 
Touch'd hythat pow'rthat you have dar'd tomock> 
That makes seas stable, and dissolves the rock. 
Your heart shall yield a life-renewing stream. 
That fools, as you have done, shall call a dream. 

It happen'd on a solemn eventide. 
Soon after He that was our Surety died. 
Two bosom friends, each pensively inclin'd, 
The scene of all those sorrows left behind. 
Sought their own village, busied as they went 
In musings worthy of the great event : 
They spake of him they lov'd, of him whose life, 
Though blameless, had incurr'd perpetual strife. 
Whose deeds had left, in spite of hostile arts, 
A deep memorial graven on their hearts. 
The recollection, like a vein of ore. 
The farther trac*d, enrich'd them still the more ; 
They thought him, and they justly thought him, one 
Sent to do more than he appeared t* have done ; 
T* exalt a people, and to place them high 
Above all else, and wonder'd he should die. 
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Ere yet they brought their journey to an end, 
A stranger join'd them, courteous as a friend, 
And ask'd them with a kind engaging air 
What their afiliction was, and begg'd a share. 
Infurm'd, be gather'd up the broken thread, 
^nd, truth and wisdom gracing all he said. 
Explained, illustrated, and searched so well 
The tender theme, on which they chose to dwell. 
That reaching home, the night, they said, is near. 
We must not now be parted, sojourn her^-« 
The new acquaintance soon became a guest. 
And, made so welcome at their simple feast. 
He bless'd the bread, but vanish*d at the word. 
And left them both exclaiming, 'Twas the Lord ! 
Did not our hearts feel all he deign'd to say, 
IMd they not bum within us by the way ? 

Now theirs was converse, such as it behoves 
Man to maintain, and such as God approves : 
Their views indeed were indistinct and dim. 
But yet successful, being aim'd at him. 
Christ and his character their only scope. 
Their object, and their subject, and their hope. 
They felt what it became them much to feel. 
And, wanting him to loose the sacred seal. 
Found him as prompt, as th^r desire was true, 
To spread the newborn glories in their new. 
Well — ^what are ages and the lapse of time 
Match'd against truths, as lasting as sublime ? 
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Can length of years on God himself exact ? 
Or make that fiction, which was once a fact ? 
No — ^marble and recording brass decay, 
And like the graver's mem'ry pass away ; 
The works of man inherit, as is just. 
Their author's frailty, and return to dust : ^ 
But truth divine for ever stands secure, 
Ifs head is guarded as it's base is sure ; 
Fix'd in the rolling flood of endlem yearij 
'Hie pillar of th' eternal plan appears. 
The raving storm and dashing wave defies. 
Built by that architect, who built the skies. 
Hearts may be found, that harbour at this hour 
That love of Christ, and all it's quick'ning pow'r ; 
And lips unstain'd by folly or by strife. 
Whose wisdom, drawn firom the deep well of life. 
Tastes of it's healthful origin, and flows 
A Jordan for th' ablution of our woes. 
O days of Heatv'n, and nights of equal praise, 
Serene and peaceftil as those heav'niy days. 
When souls drawn upwards in communion sweet 
Enjoy the stillness of some dose retreat, 
Discourse, as If releas'd and safe at home, 
Of dangers past, and wonders yet to come. 
And spread the sacred treasures of tht breast 
Upon the lap of covenanted Rest. 

What, always dreaming over heav'niy things, 
like angel-heads in stime with pigeon-winss ? 
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Canting and whining out all day the word. 
And half the night ? fanatic end absurd ! 
Mine be the friend less frequent in his ipny is. 
Who makes no hustle wHh his soul's afiairs. 
Whose wit can hrighten up a wintry day. 
And chase the splenetic dull hours away ; 
Content on £arth in earthly things to shine. 
Who waits for Heav'n eve he becomes divine. 
Leaves saints t' ei\ioy those altitudes they teach. 
And plucks the fruit plac'd more within his reach. 

Well spoken, Advocate of sin and shame. 
Known by thy bleating. Ignorance thy name. 
Is sparkling wit the World's exclusive right ? 
The ftx'd fre^imple of the vain and light ? 
Can hopes of Heav'n, bright prospects of an hour. 
That come to waft us out of Sorrow's pow'r. 
Obscure or quench a faculty, that finds 
It's happiest soil in the serenest minds ? 
Religion curbs indeed it's wanton play, 
And brings the trifler under rig'rous sway. 
But gives it usefblness unknown before. 
And, purifying, makes it shine the moFe. 
A Christian's wit is inoffisnsive light, 
A beam that aids, but never grieves the sight * 
Vig'rous in age as in the flush of youth, 
Tis always active on the side of truth ; 
Temp'rauce and peace insure it's healthful state. 
And make it brightest at it's latest date. 
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Oh I have seen (nor hope perhaps in vainy 
Blve life go down, to see such sights again) 
A vet'ran warrior in the Christian field, 
"Who never saw the sword he could not wield ; 
Grave without dulness, learned without pride. 
Exact, yet not precise, though meek, keen-ey'd ; 
A man that would have foil'd at their own play 
A dozen would>bes of the modem day ; 
Who, when occasion justified it's use. 
Had wit as hright as ready to produce. 
Could fetch from records of an earlier age. 
Or from philosophy's eidighten'd page. 
His rich materials, and regale your ear 
With strains it was a privilege to hear : 
Yet above all his luxury supreme. 
And his chief glory, was the Gospel theme ; 
There he was copious as old Greece or Rome, 
His happy eloquence seem'd there at home. 
Ambitious not to shine or to excel. 
But to treat justly what he loVd so well. 

It moves me more perhaps than folly ought. 
When some green heads, as void of wit as thought. 
Suppose themselves monopolists of sense, 
And wiser men's ability pretence. 
Though time will wear us, and we must grow old. 
Such men are, not forgot as soon as cold. 
Their fragrant mem'ry will outlast their tomb, 
Embalm'd for ever in if s own perfume. 
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And to say truth, though in it's early prime. 
And when unstain'd with any grosser crime. 
Youth has a sprightliness and fire to boast. 
That in the valley of decline are lost. 
And Virtue with peculiar charms appears, 
Grown'd with the garland of iiftf^s blooming years ; 
Yet Age, by long experience well informed. 
Well read, well tempered, with religion warm'd. 
That fire abated, which impels rash Youth, 
Proud of his speed, to overshoot the truth. 
As time improves the grape's authentic juice. 
Mellows and makes the speech more fit for use. 
And claims a rev'rence in it's short'ning day. 
That 'tis' an honour and a joy to pay. 
The fruits of Age, less fkir, are yet more sound. 
Than those a brighter season pours around ; 
And, like the stores autumnal suns mature. 
Through wintry rigours unimpair'd endure. 
What is fanatic frenzy, scom'd so much. 
And dreaded more than a contagious toudi ? 
I grant it dang'rous, and approve your fear, 
Thftt fire is catching if you draw too near ; 
But sage •bservers oft mistake the flame, 
And give true piety that odious name* 
To tremble (as the creature of an hour 
Ought at the view of an almighty pow'r) 
Before his presence, at whose awful throne 
All tremble in all worlds, except our own, 
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To supplicate his mercy, love his ways> 

And piue them above pleasure, -wealth, or prsjse. 

Though common sense, allowed a casting voice. 

And free from bias, must approve the choice, 

Convicts a man fenatic in th' extreme. 

And wild as madness in the World's esteem. 

But that disease, when soberly defin'd, 

Is the false fire of an o'erheated mind ; 

It views the truth with a distorted eye. 

And either warps or lays it useless by ; 

lis narrow, selfish, arrogant, and draws 

It*s sordid nourishment from man's applause ; 

And while at heart sin unrelinquish'd Kes, 

Presumes itself chief fav'rite of the skies. 

Tis such a light as putrefiaction breeds 

In fly-blown flesh, whereon the maggot feeds, 

Shines in the dark, but, usher'd into day, 

The stench remains, the lustre dies away. 

True bliss, if man may reach it, is compos'd 
Of hearts in union mutually disclos'd ; 
And, farewell else all hope of pure delight. 
Those hearts should be reclaim'd, renew'd, upright. 
Bad men, pro&uing friendship's hallow'd name. 
Form, in it's stead, a covenant of shame, 
A dark confed'i'acy against the laws 
Of virtue, and religion's glorious cause : 
They build each other up with dreadfril skill, 
As bastions s«t point blank against God's will ; 
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Enlarge and fortify the dread redoubt^ 
Deeply resolv'd to shut a Saviour out ; 
Call legions up from Hell to back the deed ; 
And, curs'd with conquest, finally succeed. 
But souls, that carry on a blest exdiange 
Of joys, they meet with in their heavenly range. 
And with a fearless confidence make known 
The sorrows, sympathy esteems it's own, 
Daily derive increasing light and force 
From such communion in their pleasant coarse. 
Feel less the journey's roughness and it's length. 
Meet their opposers with united strength. 
And, one in heart, in int'rest, and design. 
Gird up each other to the race divine. 

But Conversation, choose what theme we may. 
And chiefly when religion leads the way. 
Should flow, like waters after summer show'rs. 
Not as if rais'd by mere mechanic pow'ra. 
The Christian, in whose soul, though now distress'd. 
Lives the dear thought of joys he once possess'd. 
When all his glowing language issu'd forth 
With God's deep stamp upon it's current worth. 
Will speak without disguise, and must impairt. 
Sad as it is, his undissembling heart. 
Abhors constraint, and dares not feign a leal. 
Or seem to boast a fire he does not feel. 
The song of Sion is a tasteless thing. 
Unless, when rising on a joyful wing. 
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The 80ul can mix with the celestial bands. 
And give the strain the compass it demands. 

Strange tidings these to tell a World, who treat 
AU but their own experience as deceit ! 
Will they belieye, though credulous enough. 
To swallow much upon much weaker proof. 
That there are blest inhabitants of Earth, 
Partakers of a new ethereal birth. 
Their hopes, desires, and purposes estrang'd 
From things terrestrial, and divinely changed. 
Their very language of a kind, that speaks 
The soul's sure interest in the good she seeks. 
Who deal with Scripture, it's importance felt. 
As TuUy with philosophy once dealt. 
And in the silent watches of the night, 
. And through the scenes of toil-renewing light. 
The social walk, or solitary ride. 
Keep still the dear companion at their side ? 
No— shame upon a self-disgracing age, 
God's work may serve an ape upon a stage 
y/Vit\k such a jest, as fill'd with hellish glee 
Certain invisibles as shrewd as he ; 
But veneration or respect finds none. 
Save from the subjects of that work alone. 
The World grown old her deep discernment shows, 
Claps spectacles on her sagacious nose. 
Peruses dodely the true Christian's face, 
And finds it a mere mask of sly grimace ; 
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Usurps God's office, lays his bosom bare. 
And finds hypocrisy close lurking there ; 
And, serving God herself through mere constraint^ 
Concludes his unfeign'd love of him a feint. 
And yet, God knoivs, look human nature through, 
(And in due time the World shall know it too) 
That since the flow'rs of Eden felt the blasts 
That after man's defection laid all waste, 
Sincerity tow'rds the heart-searching God 
Has made the new-bom creature her abode» 
Nor shall be found in unregen'rate souls. 
Till the last fire bum all between the poles ^ 
Sincerity ! why 'tis his only pride. 
Weak and imperfect in all grace beside. 
He knows that God demands his heart entire. 
And gives him all his just demands require. 
Without it his pretensions were as vain. 
As having it he deems the World's disdain j 
That great defect would cost him not alone 
Man's favourable judgment, but his own ; 
His birthright shaken, and ho longer clear^ 
Than while his conduct proves his heart sincere « 
Retort the charge, and let the World be told 
She boasts a confidence she does not hold ; 
That, conscious of her crimes, she feels instead 
A cold misgiving, and a killing dread : 
That while in health the ground of her •support 
'nadly to forget that life is short ; 
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That sick she trembles, lanoiwing she must die. 

Her hope presumption, and her £uth a lie ; 

That while she dotes, and dreams that she believes, 

She .mocks her Maker, and herself deceives. 

Her utmost reach, historical aSsent, 

The doctrines warp'd to what they never meant ; 

That truth itself is in her head as dull 

And useless as a candle in a scull. 

And all her love of God a gproundless claim, 

A trick upon the canvass, painted flame. 

Tell her again, the sneer upon her face. 

And all her censures of the work of grace. 

Are insincere, meant only to conceal 

A dread she would not, yet is forc'd to feel ; 

That in her heart the Christian she reveres. 

And while she seems to scorn him, only fears. 

A poet does not work by square or line. 
As smiths and joiners perfect a design ; 
At least we modems, our attention less. 
Beyond th' example of our sires digress. 
And claim a right to scamper and run wide^ 
Wherever chance, caprice, or fancy guide. 
The World and I fortuitously met ; 
I ow'd a trifle, and have paid the debt ; 
She did me wrong, I recompens'd the deed. 
And, having struck the balance, now proceed. 
Perhaps however as some years have pass'd, 
she and I oonven'd together last. 
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And I have Wd recluse in rural shaded, 

Whidi seldom a distinct report pervades. 

Great changes and new manners have occurr'd. 

And blest reforms, that I have never heard. 

And she may now be as discreet and wise. 

As once absurd in all discerning eyes. 

Sobriety perhaps may now be found. 

Where once Intoxication press'd the ground ; 

The subtle and injurious may be just. 

And he grown chaste, that was the slave of lust ; 

Arts once esteem'd may be with shame disnuss'd ; 

Charity may relax the miser's fist ; 

The gamester may have cast his cards away. 

Forgot to curse, and only kneel to pray. 

It has indeed been told me (with what weight. 

How credibly, 'tis hard for me to state) 

That fables old, that seem'd for ever muttf, 

Reviv'd-are hast'ning into fresh repute. 

And gods and goddesses discarded long 

like useless lumber, or a stroller's song. 

Are bringing into vogue their heathen train. 

And Jupiter bids fair to rule again ; 

lliat certain feasts are instituted now. 

Where Venus hears the lover's tender vow ; 

That all Olympus through the country roves, 

To consecrate our few remaining groves. 

And Echo learns politely to repeat 

The praise of names for ages obsolete i 
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Tliat haying proved the weakness, it should seem. 
Of revelation's ineffectual beam, 
To bring the passions under sober sway. 
And give the moral springs their proper play. 
They mean to try wiiat may at last be done. 
By stout substantial gods of wood and stone. 
And whether Roman rites may not product 
The virtues of old Rome for English use. 
May such success attend the pious plan. 
May Mercury once more embellish man, 
Grace him again with long forgotten arts. 
Reclaim his taste, and brighten up his parts. 
Make him athletic as in days of old, 
Leam*d at the bar, in the palaestra bold. 
Divest the rougher sex of female airs. 
And teach the softer not to copy theirs : 
The change shall please, nor shall it matter aught 
Who works the wonder, if it be but wrought, 
lis time, however, if the case stands thus. 
For us pl^ folks, and all who side with us. 
To build our altar, confident and bold. 
And say as stem Elijah said of old. 
The strife now stands upon a fair award, 
If Israel's Lord be God, then serve the Lord : 
If he be silent, faith m all a whim. 
Then Baal is the God, and worship him. 
I>igre8sion is so much in modern use. 
Thought is so rare, and fancy so profuse. 
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Come never seem so wide of their intent. 

As when returning to the theme they meant ; 

As medicants, whose business is to roam, 

Make ev'ry parish but their own their home. 

Though such continual zigzags in a book. 

Such drunken reelings have an awkward look. 

And I had rather creep to what is true. 

Than rove and stagger with no mark in view ; 

Yet to consult a little, seem'd no crime. 

The freakish humour of the present time : 

But now to gather up what seems dispers*d. 

And touch the subject I designed at first. 

May prove, though much beside the rules of art. 

Best for the public, and my wisest part. 

And first, let no man charge me, that I mean 

To close in sable ev'ry social scene. 

And ^ve good company a face severe. 

As if they met around a Other's bier ; 

For tell some men, that pleasure all their bent. 

And laughter all their work, is life mispent 

Their wisdom bursts into this sage reply. 

Then mirth is sin, and we should always cry. 

To find the medium asks some share of wit. 

And therefore 'tis a mark fools never hit. 

But though life's valley be a vale of tears, 

A brighter scene beyond that vale appears. 

Whose glory with a light, that never fades. 

Shoots between scatter'd rocks and op'ning shades. 
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And^ while it shows the land the soul desires. 
The language of the land she seeks inspires. 
Tlius touch'dy the tongue receives a sacred cure 
Of all that was absurd, profane, impure ; 
Held within modest bounds, the tide of speech 
Pursues the course, that Truth and Nature teach ; 
No longer labours merely to produce 
The pomp of sound, or tinkle without use : 
Where'er it vdnds, the salutary stream. 
Sprightly and fresh, enriches ev'ry theme. 
While all the happy man possessed before. 
The gift of nature, or the classic store. 
Is made subservient to the grand design. 
For which Heav'n form'd the faculty divine. 
So should an idiot, while at large he strays. 
Find the sweet lyre, on which an artist plays. 
With rash and awkward force the chords he shakes. 
And grins with wonder at the jar he makes ; 
But let the wise and well-instructed hand 
Once^take the shell beneath his just command. 
In gentle sounds it seems as it complain'd 
Of the rude injuries it late sustained. 
Till tun'd at length to some immortal song. 
It sounds Jehovah's name, and pours his praise along. 
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Hackney'd in business, \rearied at that oar. 

Which thousands, once fast diain'd to, quit no more. 

But which, when life at ebb runs weak and low, 

AU wish, or seem to wish, they could forego ; 

The statesman, lawyer, merchant, man of trader 

Pants for the refuge of some rural shade. 

Where, all his long anxieties forgot 

Amid the charms of a sequestered spot. 

Or recollected only to gild o*er. 

And add a smile to what was sweet before. 

He may possess the joys he thinks he sees. 

Lay his old age upon the lap of Ease, 

Improve the renmant of his wasted span. 

And, having lived a trifler, die a man. 

Thus G>nseience pleads her cause within the breast, 

^liough long rebell'd against, not yet suppress'd. 
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And calls a creature form'd for God alone^ 

For Heav'n's high purposes, and not his own. 

Calls him away from selfish ends and aims. 

From what dehilitates and what inflames. 

From dties humming with a restless crowd. 

Sordid as acdre, ignorant as knid. 

Whose highest praise is that thejr Hye in vain. 

The dupes of pleasure, or the slaves of gain. 

Where works of man are dluster'd close aroniidf 

And works of God are hardly to he found. 

To repons where, in spite of sin and wo, 

IVaces of Eden are still seen below. 

Where mountain, river, forest, field, and.grove. 

Remind him of his Maker's pow'r and love. 

"Tis well if, look'd for at so late a day. 

In the last scene of such a senseless play. 

True wisdom will attend his feeble call. 

And grace his action ere the curtain fall. 

Souls, that have long despis'd their heav'nly births 

Their wishes all impregnated with Earth, 

For threescore years employ'd with ceaseless cart 

In catching smoke and feeding upon air. 

Conversant only with the ways of men. 

Rarely redeem the short remaining ten. 

Invef rate habits choke th* unfruitful heart. 

Their fibres penetrate it's tend'rest part. 

And, draining it's nutritious pow'rs to feed 

Their bosIous growth, starve ev'ry l^etter seed. 
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Happy, if foil of days — ^but happier far. 
If, ere we yet discern life's ev'ningf star. 
Sick of the service of a world, that feeds 
It's patient drudges with dry chafif and weeds. 
We can escape tcom Custom's idiot sway. 
To serve the Sovereign we were bom t' obey. 
Then sweet to muse upon his skiU display'd 
(Infinite skill) iif all that he has made I 
To trace in Nature's most minute design 
The signature and stamp of pow'r divine. 
Contrivance intricate, erpress'd with ease. 
Where unassisted sight no beauty sees. 
The shapely limb and lubricated joint, 
Within the small dimensions of a point. 
Muscle and nerve miraculously spun. 
His mighty work, who speaks and it is done, 
Th' invisible in things scarce seen reveal'd. 
To whom an atom is an ample field ; 
To wonder at a thousand insect forms. 
These hatch'd, and those resuscitated worms. 
New life ordain'd and brighter scenes to share. 
Once pron^ on earth, now buoyant upon air, 
MThose shape would make them, had they bulk and 

size. 
More hideous foes than fancy can devise ; 
With helmet-heads, and dragon-scales adom'd. 
The mighty myriads, now securely soom'd. 
Would mock the mayesty of man's high birth, 
•aUt his bulwarks, and unpeople earth . 
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Then with a glance of fiincy to survey. 

Far as the faculty can stretch away. 

Ten thousand rivers poured at his command 

From urns, that never fail, through ev'ry land ; 

These like a deluge with impetuous force. 

Those winding modestly -a silent course ; 

The cloud-surmounting Alps, the fruitful vales ; 

Seas, on which ev'ry nation spreads her sails ; 

The sun, a world whence other worlds drink light. 

The crescent moon, the diadem of night ; 

Stars countless, each in his appointed place. 

Fast anchored in the deep abyss of space— 

At such a sight to catch the poet's flame, 

And with a rapture like his own exclaim. 

These are thy glorious works, thou source of good. 

How cUmly seen, how faintly understood ' 

Thine, and upheld by thy paternal care. 

This universal frame, thus wondrous fair ; 

Thy pow'r divine, and bounty beyond thought, 

Ador'd and prais'd in all that thou hast wrought. 

Absorb'd in that immensity I see, 

I shrink abas'd, and yet aspire to thee ; 

Instruct me, guide me to that heav'nly day. 

Thy words, more clearly than thy works, display. 

That, while thy truths my grosser thoughts refine, 

I may resemble thee, and call thee mine. 

O blest proficiency ! surpassing all. 
That men erroneously their glory eall« 
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The recompense that arts or arms can yield. 

The bar, the senate, or the tented field. 

Compar*d with this sublimest life below. 

Ye kings and rulers, what have courts to show ? 

Thus studied, us'd and consecrated thus. 

On Earth what is, seems form'd indeed for us ; 

Not as the plaything of a froward child, 

Fretftil unless diverted and begfuil'd. 

Much less to feed and' fan the fotal fires 

Of pride, ambition, or impure desires. 

But as a scale, by which the soul ascends 

From mighty means to more important ends. 

Securely, though by steps but rarely trod. 

Mounts from inferior beings up to God, 

And sees, by no fallacious light or dim. 

Earth made for man, and man himself for him. 

Not that I mean t' approve, or would enforce, 
A superstitious and monastic course : 
Truth is not local, God alike pervades 
And fills the world of traffic and the shades, 
And may be fear'd amidst the busiest scenes. 
Or scom'd where business never intervenes. 
But 'tis not easy with a mind like ours. 
Conscious of weakness in it's noblest pow'n. 
And in a world where, other ills apart. 
The roving eye misleads the careless heart. 
To limit Thought, by nature prone to stray 
Wherever fi[«akish Faiuy points the way ; 
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To bid the pleadings of Self-love be still, 

Resign our own and seek our Maker's will ; 

To spread the page of Scripture, and compart 

Our conduct with the laws engraven there ; 

To measure ail that passes in the breast^ 

Faithfully, fairly, by that sacred test; 

To dive into the secret deeps within. 

To spare no passion and no fsiv'rite sin. 

And seareh the themes, important above ally 

Ourselves, and our recovery from our fall. 

But leisure, silence, and a mind released 

From anxious thoughts how wealth may be increased. 

How to secure, in some propitious hour. 

The point of int'rest or the post of pow'r, 

A soul serene, and equally retir'd 

From objects too much dreaded or desir'd. 

Safe from the clamours of perverse dispute. 

At least are friendly to the great pursuit. 

Op'ning the map of God's extensive plan. 
We find a little isle, this life of man ; 
Eternity's unknown expanse appears 
Circling around and limiting his years. 
The busy race examine and explore 
Each creek and cavern of the dang'rous shore. 
With care collect what in their eyes excels. 
Some shining pebbles, and some weeds and shells ; 
Thus laden, dream that they are rich and great. 
And happiest he that groanA beneath his weight * 
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The waves o'ertake tfaem in their serious pla3r^ 
And ev'ry hour sweeps multitudes away ; 
They shriek and sink, survivors start and weep, 
Pursue their sport, and follow to the deep. 
A few forsake the throng ; with lifted eyes 
Ask wealth of Heav'n, and gain a real "prize, 
Troth, wisdom, grace, and peace like that above, 
Seal*d with his signet, whom they serve and love ; 
Scom'd by the rest, with patient hope they wut 
A kind release from their imperfect state. 
And unregretted are soon snatch'd away 
Rnom scenes of sorrow into glorious day. 

Nor these alone prefer a life recluse. 
Who seek retirement for it's proper use ; 
The love of change, that lives in ev*ry breast. 
Genius and temper, and desire of rest, 
Discordant motives in one centre meet, 
And each inclines it's vot'ry to retreat. 
Some minds by nature are averse to noise. 
And hate the tumult half the world ei\)oy8. 
The lure of av'rice, or the pompous prize, 
That courts display before ambitious eyes $ 
The fruits that hang on pleasure's flow'ry stem, 
Whate'er enchants them, are no snares to them. 
To them the deep recess of dusky groves, 
Or forest, where the deer securely royes, 
The fall of waters, and the song of birds, 
^"'1 hills that echo to the distant herds^ 



RETIREMENT. 193 

Are luxuries excelling all the glare 
The World can boast, and her chief fav'rites share. 
With eager step, and carelessly array*d. 
For such a cause the poet seeks the shade. 
From all he sees he catches new delight, 
Fleas'd Fancy claps her pinions at the 8igfat> 
The rising or the setting orb of day. 
The clouds that flit, or slowly float away. 
Nature in all the various shapes she wears. 
Frowning in storms, or breathing gentle airs. 
The snowy robe her wintry state assumes. 
Her summer heats, her fruits, and her perfumes. 
All, all alike transport the glowing bard. 
Success in rhyme his gloiy and reward. 
O Nature ! whose Elysian scenes disclose 
His bright perfections, at whose word they rose. 
Next to that pow'r, who form'd thee and sustains. 
Be thou the great inspirer of my strains. 
Still, as I touch the l3rre, do thou expand 
Thy genuine charms, and guide an artless hand. 
That I may catch a fire but rarely known, 
Giye useful light, though I should miss renown, 
And, poring on thy page, whose ev'ry line 
Bears proof of an intelligence divine, 
May feel a heart enrich'd by what it pays. 
That builds it's glory on it's Maker's praise. 
Wo to the man, whose wit disclaims it's use, 
Cilitt'ring in vain, or only to seduce, 

s 
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Who studies nature with a wanton eg«. 
Admires the work, but slips the lesson hy ; 
His hours of leisure and recess employs 
In drawing pictures of forbidden joys. 
Retires to blazon his own worthless name. 
Or shoot the careless with a surer aim.* 

The lover too shuns business and alarms. 
Tender idolater of absent charms. 
Saints offer nothing in their wannest pray'rs. 
That he devotes not with a zeal like theirs ; 
'Tis consecration of his heart, soul, time. 
And ev'ry thought that wanders is a crime. 
In sighs he worships his supremely fair. 
And wee|M a sad libation in dispair ; 
Adores a creature, and, devout in vain. 
Wins in return an answer of disdain. 
As woodbine weds the plant within her readi. 
Rough elm, or smooth-grain'd ash, or glossy beed^ 
In spiral rings ascends the trunk, and lays 
Her golden tassels on the leafy sprays, . 
But does a mischief while she lends a grace, 
Strait'ning it's growth fay such a strict embrace ; 
So love, that clings around the noblest minds. 
Forbids th' advancement of the soul he binds; 
The suitor's air indeed he soon improves. 
And forms it to the taste of her he loves. 
Teaches his eyes a language, and no less 
Refines his speech, and fashions his address ; 
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But fiurewell promises of happier fruits. 
Manly designs, and learning's grare pursuits ; 
Girt with a chain he cannot wish to hreak. 
His only hliss his sorrow for her sake ; 
.Who wiU may pant for glory and excel. 
Her smile his aim, all higher sums farewell ! 
Thyrsis, Alexis, or whatever name 
May least ofiend against so pu^ a flame. 
Though sage advice of friends the moat anoere 
Sounds harshly in so delicate an ear. 
And lovers, of all creatures, tune or wild. 
Can least brook management, however mild. 
Yet let a poet (poetry disarms 
The fiercest animals with magic charms) 
Bisk an intrusion on thy pensive mood. 
And woo and win thee to thy proper good. 
Pastoral images and still retreats. 
Umbrageous walks and solitary seats. 
Sweet Inrds in concert with harmonious streams, 
Soft airs, nocturnal vigils, and day dreams. 
Are all enchantments in a case like thine. 
Conspire against thy peace with one design. 
Sooth thee to make thee hut a surer prey. 
And fSeed the fire, that wastes thy pow'rs away. 
Up— God has form'd thee with a wiser view. 
Not to be led in chains, but to subdue ; 
Calls thee to cope with enemies, and first 
Pomts out a conflict wHh thyself, the wwit. 
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Woman indeed, a gift he would bestow 
When he design'd a Paradise below. 
The richest earthly boon his hands afford. 
Deserves to be belov'd, but not ador'd. 
Post away swiftly to more actiye scenes, 
Collect the scatter'd truths that study gleatis. 
Mix with the world, but with it's wiser part. 
No longer give an image all thine heart ; 
It's empire is not hers, nor is it thine, 
'Tis God's just daim, prerogative divine. 

Virtuous and faithftil Hbbbrdbn, whose skill 
Attempts no task it cannot well fulfil. 
Gives melancholy up to Nature's care. 
And sends the patient into purer air. 
Look where he comes— 4n this embow'r'd alcove 
Stand close conceal'd, and see a statue move ; 
lips busy, and eyes fix'd, foot falling slow. 
Arms hanging idly down, hands dasp'd below. 
Interpret to the marking eye distress. 
Such as it's symptoms can alone express. 
That tongue b silent now ; that silent tongue 
Could argue once, could jest or join the song. 
Could give advice, could censure or commend. 
Or charm the sorrows of a drooping friend, 
Renounc'd alike it's office and it's sport. 
It's brisker and it's graver strains fall short ; 
Both feul beneath a fever's secret sway. 
And like a summer-brook are past away. 
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This is a right for Pity to peruse, 
Till she resemble faintly what she view9y 
Till Sympathy contract a kindred pain, 
Pierc'd with the woes that she laments in vain. 
This, of all maladies that man infest. 
Claims most compassion, and receives the least : 
Job felt it, when he groan'd beneath the rod 
And the bkrb'd arrows of a frowning God ; 
And such emollients as his friends c^uld spare, 
Friends such as his for modem Jobs prepare. 
Blest, rather curst, with hearts that never feel. 
Kept snug in caskets of dose-hammer'd steel. 
With mouths made only to grin wide and eat. 
And minds, that deem derided pain a treat, 
l^th limbs of British oak, and nerves of wire. 
And wit, that puppet-prompters might inspire^ 
Their sovereign nostrum is a clumsy joke 
On pangs enforc'd with God's severest stroke. 
But with a soul, that ever felt the sting 
Of sorrow, sorrow is a sacred thing : 
Not to molest, or irritate, or raise 
A laugh at his expense, is slender praise ; 
He, that has not usurp'd the name of man. 
Does all, and deems too little all, be can, 
T* assuage the throbbings of the fester'd part^ 
And staunch the bleedings of a broken heart. 
Tis not, as heads that never ache suppose, 
Forgery of fancy, and a dream of woes ; 
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Man is a harp, wboie chords ^lude tlie sigfat. 
Each yiehtini^ harmony dtspos'd aright ; 
The screws reiners'd (a task which. if he please 
God in a moment executes with ease). 
Ten thousand thousand strings at once go loose. 
Lost, till he tune them^ all their pow'r and use. 

I 

Then neither heathy wilds, nor scenes as fair 

As ever recompens'd the peasant's care. 

Nor soft decUvities with tufted hills. 

Nor view of waters turning busy mills. 

Parks in which Art preceptress Nature weds. 

Nor gardens interspersed with flow'ry beds, 

Nor gales, that catch the scent of blooming groves. 

And waft it to the mourner as he roves. 

Can caU up life into his faded eye. 

That passes all he sees unheeded by ; 

No wounds like those a wounded spirit feels. 

No cure fbr such, till God who makes them, heals. 

And thou, sad suff'rer under nameless ill. 

That yields not to the touch of human skill. 

Improve the kind occasion, understand 

A Father's frown, and kiss his chast'ning hand. 

To thee the dayspring, and the blaze of noon. 

The purple ev'ning and resplendent moon, 

The stars, that, sprinkled o'er the vault of ni^^ 

Seem drops descending in a show'r of Ugfat, 

Shine not, or undesir'd and hated shine. 

Seen through the medium of a dood like thine : 
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Yet seek him, in bis &voar life is found. 
All bliss beside a shadow or a sound : 
Then Heav'n» eclips'd so long, and this dull Earth, 
Shall seem to start into a second birth ; 
Nature, assuming a more lovely face, 
Borr'wing a beauty from the works of grace. 
Shall be despis'd and OTerlook'd no more. 
Shall 611 thee with delights unfelt before. 
Impart to things inanimate a voice, 
And bid her mountains and her bills rejoice ; 
The sound shall run along the winding vales. 
And thou eqjoy an Eden ere it fiiils. 

Ye groves (the statesman at his desk exclaims. 
Sick of a thousand disappointed aims,) 
My patrimonial treasure and my pride. 
Beneath your shades your gray possessor hide. 
Receive me languishing for that repose, 
The servant of the public never knows. 
Ye saw me once (ah those regretted days. 
When boyish innocence was all my praise 
Hour after hour delightfully allot - 
To fltu£es then familiar, since forgot. 
And cultivate a taste for ancient song, 
Catdiing it's ardour as I mus'd along ; 
Nor seldom, as propitious Heav'n might send. 
What once I valu'd and could boast, a fHend, 
Were witnesses how cordially I press'd 
His uodissembling virtue to my breast ; 
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Receive me now, not uncomipt as then. 

Nor guiltless of corrupting other men. 

But vers'd in arts, that, while they seem to stay 

A falling empire, hasten it's decay. 

To the fiiir haven of my native home, 

The wreck of what I was, £aitigued I come ; 

For once I can approve the patriot's voice. 

And make the coarse he recommends my choice : 

We meet at last in one sincere desire. 

His wish and mine hoth prompt me to retire. 

'Us done—he steps into the welcome chaise. 

Lolls at his ease behind four handsome bays. 

That whirl away from business and debate 

The disencumber'd Atlas of the state. 

Ask not the boy, who, when the breese of mom 

First shakes the glitt'ring drops from ev'ry thorn. 

Unfolds his flock, then under bank or bush. 

Sits linking cheny stones, or platting rush. 

How fiiir.iB Freedom ?— he was always free : 

To carve his rustic name upon a tree. 

To snare the mole, or with ill-fiuhion'd hook 

To draw th' incautious minnow from the brook» 

Are life's prime pleasures in his simple view. 

His flock the chief concern he ever knew ; 

She shines but little in his heedless eyes, - ' 

The good we never miss we rarely price : 

But ask the noble drudge in state affairs, 

Escap'd from office and it's constant cares, 
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What diarms he sees in Freedom's smile express'd. 

In Freedom lost so long> now repossess'd ; 

The tongue, whose strains were cogent as commands, 

Rever'd at home, and felt in foreign lands, 

Shall own itself a stamm'rer in that cause. 

Or plead it's silence as it's best applause. 

He knows indeed that whether dress'd or rude. 

Wild without art, or artfully subdued. 

Nature in ev'ry form inspires delight. 

But never mark'd her with so just a sight. 

Her hedge-row shrubs, a variegated store, 
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With woodbine and wild roses mantled o'er, 
Green balks and fiirrow'd lands, the stream, that 

spreads 
It's cooling vapour o'er the dewy meads, 
Dcwns, that almost escape th' inquiring eye. 
That melt and fide into the distant sky. 
Beauties he lately slighted as he pass'd. 
Seem all created since he travell'd last. 
Master of all th' ei\joyments he design'd, 
No rough annoyance rankling in his^ mind. 
What early philosophic hours he keeps. 
Hew regular his meals, how sound he sleeps ! 
Not sounder he, that on the mainmast head. 
While morning kindles with a windy red. 
Begins a long look out for distant land. 
Nor quits till ev'ning watch his giddy stand. 
Then swift descending with a seaman's haste, 
Slips to his haomiock, and forgets the blast. 
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He chooMs company, but not the squire's. 
Whose wit is rudeness, whose good breeding tires; 
Nor yet the parson's, who would gladly come. 
Obsequious when abroad, though proud at home ; 
Nor can he much aflfect the neighboring peer. 
Whose toe of emulation treads too near ; 
But wisely seeks a more conyenient friend. 
With whom, dismissing forms, he may unbend i 
A man, whom marks of condescending grace 
Teach, while they flatter him, his proper place ; 
Who comes when call'd, and at a word withdraws, 
Speaks with reserve, and listens with applause ; 
Some plain mechanic, who, without pretence 
To birth or wit, nor gives nor takes offence ; 
On whom he rests well-pleas'd his weary pow'rs. 
And talks and laughs away his vacant hours. 
The tide of life, swift always in it's course. 
May run in dties with a brisker force, 
But no where with a current so serene. 
Or half so clear, as in the rural scene. 
Yet how fallacious is all earthly bliss. 
What obvious truths the wisest heads may misi ; 
Some pleasures live a month, and some a year. 
But short the date of all we gather here ; 
No happiness is felt, except the true. 
That does not charm the more for being new. 
This observation, as it chanc'd, not made. 
Or, if the thought occun^d, not duly wdgh'd. 
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He sigh»— ^r after all by slow degrees 
The spot he lov^d has lost the pow'r to please ; 
To cross his ambling pony day by day. 
Seems at the best but dreaming life away 4 
The prospect, such as might enchant despair. 
He views it not, or sees no beauty there ; 
With aching heart, and discontented looks, 
Betums at noon to billiards or to books. 
But feels, while grasping at his faded joys, 
A secret thirst of his renounc*d employs. 
He chides the tardiness of ev'ry post. 
Pants to be told of battles won or lost, 
Blames his own indolence, observes, though late, 
'Tis criminal to leave a sinking state, 
Flies to the levee, and, received with grace. 
Kneels, kisses hands, and shines again in plaee. 

Suburban villas, highway-side retreats. 
That dread th' encroachment of our growinjf streets^ 
Tight boxes, neatly sash'd, and in a blase 
With all a July sun's collected rays. 
Delight the citizen, who, gasping therfe. 
Breathes clouds of dust, and calls it country air. 
O sweet retirement, who would balk the thought^ 
That could afford retirement, or could not ? 
'Tis such an easy wal^, so smooth and strai^t, 
The second milestone fronts the garden gate ; 
A step if fair, and, if a show'r approach. 
You find safe shelter in the next stagecoach. 
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There, prison'd in a parlour snug and smally 
take bottled wasps upon a southern waU, 
The man of business and his friends compress'd 
Forget their labours, and yet find no rest ; 
But still *i3& rural— trees are to be seen 
From ev'iy window, and the fields are green ; 
Ducks paddle in the pond before the door, 
And what covdd a remoter scene show more ? 
A sense of elegance we rarely find 
The portion of a mean r vulgar mind, 
And ignorance of better things makes man^ 
Who cannot much, r^oice in what he caB ; 
And he, that deems his leism« well bestow'd 
In contemplation of a turnpike road. 
Is occupied as well, employs his bburs 
As wisely, and as much improves his pow^rs^ 
As he, that slumbers m pavilions gra&'d 
With all the charms of an accomplish'd taste* 
Yet hence, alas ! insolvencies ; and hence 
Th* unpitied victim of ill-judg'd expense. 
From all his wearisome engagements freed. 
Shakes hands with business, and retires indeed. 

Your prudent grand-mammas, ye modem belles. 
Content with Bristol, Bath, and Tunbridge wells. 
When health requir'd it would consent to roam. 
Else more attach'd to pleasures found at home. 
But now alike, gay widow, virgin, wife. 
Ingenious to diversify dull life, 



In coaches, chaises, caravans, and hoys. 

Fly to the coast for daily, nightly joys. 

And all, impatient of dry land, agree 

With one consent to rush into the sea.—- 

Ocean exhihits, fathomless and broad. 

Much of the pow*r and majesty of God. 

He swathes about the swelling of the deep. 

That shines and rests, as infants smile and Ueep^ 

Vast as it is, it answers as it flows 

The breathings of the lightest air that blows ; 

Curling and whit'ning oyer all the waste. 

The rising waves obey th' increasing blast. 

Abrupt and horrid as the tempest roars. 

Thunder and flash upon the stedfest shores. 

Till he, that rides the whirlwind, checks the rein. 

Then all the world of waters steeps again. — 

Nereids or Diyads, as the fasluon leads. 

Now in the floods, now panting in the meadi, 

Vot'ries of Pleasure still, where'er she dwells. 

Near barren rocks, in palaces, or cells, 

O grant a poet leave to recommend 

(A poet fond of Nature, and your fiiend) 

Her slighted works to your admiring view | 

Her works must needs excel, who fashion'd you. 

Would ye, when rambling in your morning ride, 

With some unmeaning coaicomb at your side, 

Condemn the prattler for his idle pains. 

To waste unheaxd the music of his strains, 

T 
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And, deaf to all th' impertiiieiice of tobgue. 
That, while it courts, affironts and does you mnmg, 
Mark well the finish'd plan without a fiuilt. 
The seas glohose and huge, th' o'erarcfaing vaults 
Earth's millions daily fed, a world emplo/d 
In gath'riug plenty yet to be eqjoy'd. 
Till gratitude grew vocal in the praise 
Of God, beneficent in all his ways ; 
Grac'd with such wisdom, how would beauty shinf! 
Ye want but that to seem indeed divine. 

Anticipated rents, and bills unpaid. 
Force many a shining youth into the shade^ 
Not to redeem his time, but his estate. 
And play the ibol, but at a cheaper rate. 
There, hid in loath'd obscurity, remov'd 
From pleasures left, but never more belov'4» 
He just endures, and with a sickly spleen 
Sighs o'er the beauties of the charming scene. 
Nature indeed looks prettily in rhyme ; 
Streams tinkle sweetly in poetic chime : 
The warblings of the blackbird, dear and strong. 
Are musical enough in Thomson's song ; 
And Cobham's groves, and Windsor's green retreats. 
When Pbpe describes them, have a thousand sweets; 
He likes the country, but in truth must own> 
Most likes it, when he studies it in town. 

Poor Jack-— no matter who— for when I bUint^ 
I pity, and must therefore sink the name. 
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Ldv'd in his saddle, loT'd the chase, the course, 
And always, ere he mounted, kiss'd his horse.- 
The estate, his sires had own'd in ancient yean. 
Was quickly distanc'd, matched against a peer's. 
Jack vanish'd, was regretted and forgot ; 
Tis wild g^od-nature's never-failing lot. 
At length, when all had long suppos'd him dead^ 
By cold submersion, razor, rope, or lead. 
My lord, alighting at his usual place. 
The Crown, took notice of an ostler's ftice. 
Jack knew his friend, but hop'd in that disgiidse 
He might escape the most observing eyes. 
And whistling, as if unconcem'd and gay. 
Curried his nag, and look'd another way. 
Convinc'd at last, upon a nearer view, 
'Twas he, the same, the very Jack he knew, 
(Verwhelm'd at once with wonder, grief, and joy. 
He press'd him much to quit bis base employ ; 
His countenance, his purse, his heart, his hand. 
Influence and pow'r, were all at his command : 
Peers are not always gen'rous as wellbred. 
But Granby was, meant truly what he said. 
Jackbow'd, and was oblig'd— confess'd 'twas strange, 
That so retir'd he should not wish a change. 
But knew no medium between guzzling beer. 
And his old stint— three thousand pounds a year. 

Thus some retire to nourish hopeless wo ; 
Some seeking happiness not found below ; 
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Some to comply with humour, and a mind I 

To social scenes by nature disinclin'd ; ^ 

Some sway'd by Cuhion, some by deep disgust ; I 

Some self-impov'rish'd, and because they must ; 

But few, that court Retirement, are aware 

Of half the toils they must encounter there. ' 

LucratiTe offices are seldom lost 
For want of pow'rs proportion'd to the post : 
Give ev'n a dunce th' employment he desires. 
And he soon finds the talents it requires ; 
A business with an income at it's heels 
Fumisiies always oil for it's own wheels. 
But in his arduous enterprise to dose 
His active years with indolent repose. 
He finds the labours of that state exceed 
His utmost faculties, severe indeed. 
'Tis easy to resign a toilsome place. 
But not to manage leisure with a grace ; 
Absence of occupation is not rest, 
A mind quite vacant is a mind distress'd. 
The vet'ran steed, excus'd his task at length. 
In kind compassion of his failing strength. 
And tum'd into the park or mead to graae, 
Elxempt firom fiiture service all his days. 
There feels a pleasure perfect in it's kind. 
Ranges at liberty, and snafk the wind : 
But when his lord would quit the busy road, 
To taste a joy like that he had bestow'd. 
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He proves, le99 bappy than his faTour'd -bEute, 
A life of ease a difficult pursuit. 
Thought, .to the man that never thinks, may seeiR 
As natural as when asleep to dream ; 
But reveries (for human minds will act) 
Spedous in show, impossible in fact. 
Those flimsy webs, that break as soon as wrought. 
Attain not to the dignity of thought : 
Nur yet the swarms, that occupy the brain, 
Where dreams of dress, intrigue, and pleasure reign ; 
Nor such as useless conversation breeds. 
Or lust engenders, and indulgence feeds. 
Whence, and what are we ? to what end ordain'd? 
What means the drama by the world su8tain*d ? 
Busuiess or vain amusement, care or mirth. 
Divide the firail inhabitants of Earth. 
Is duty a mere sport, or an employ? 
Life nfk intrusted talent, or a toy ? 
Is there, as reason, conscience. Scripture, say, 
•Cause to provide for a great future day. 
When, Earth's assigned duration at an end, 
Man shall be summon'd and the dead attend ? 
The trumpet— will it sound ? the curtsun rise ? . 
And show th' august tribunal of the skies. 
Where no prevarication shall avail. 
Where eloquence and artifice shall fail. 
The pride of arrogant distinctions fall, 
A^d ^oonscience and our conduct judge us aj| ? 

T S 
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Pardon me> ye that give the nudnigfat oil 
To learned cares or philosophic toil. 
Though I revere your honourable namesy 
Your useful labours and important aims, 
And hold the world indebted to your aid» 
Enrich'd with the diseov'ries ye have made ; 
Yet let m^stand ezcus'd, if I esteem 
A mind employ'd on so sublime a tbeme^ 
Pushing her bold inquiry to the date 
And outline of the present transient state. 
And, after poising her advent'rous wing9» 
Settling at last upon eternal things* 
Vkr more intelligent^ and better taught 
The strenuous use of profitable thought. 
Than ye, when happiest, and enlighten'd nMMt, 
And highest in renown, can jostly boast. 
A mind unnerv'd, or indispos'd to bear 
The weight of subjects worthiest of her care. 
Whatever hopes a change of scene inspires. 
Must change her nature, cur in vain retires* 
An idler is a watch, that wants both hands; 
As useless if it goes, as when it stands. 
Books therefore, not the scandal of the shelves. 
In which lewd sensualists print out themselves ; 
Nor those, in which the stage gives vice a blow. 
With what success let modem manners show ; 
Nor his, who, for the bane of thousands bom. 
Built God a eburcb, and laugb'd bis word to sooni. 
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Skilftd alike to feem devout and jiut. 
And stab religion with a sly side-thnut ; 
Nor those of leam'd philologists, who chase 
A panting syllable through time and space^ 
Start it at home, and hunt it in the dark. 
To Gaul, to Greece, and into Noah's ark ; 
But such as Learning without false pretence. 
The friend of Thith, th* assodate of sound Sense^ . 
And such as, in the xeal of good design. 
Strong judgment lab'ring in the Scripture mine. 
All such as manly and great souls produce. 
Worthy to live, and of eternal use : 
Behold in these what leisure hours demand. 
Amusement and true knowledge hand in hand. 
Luxury g^ves the mind a childish cast. 
And, while she polishes, perverts the taste ; 
Habits of dose attention, thinking heads. 
Become more rare as dissipation spreads, 
TUd authors hear at length one gen'ral cry, 
Hckle and entertain us, or we die. 
The loud demand, from year to year the same. 
Beggars Invention, and makes Fancy lame ; 
Till farce itself, most moumftilly jejune. 
Calls for the kind assistance of a tune ; 
And novels (witness ev'iy month's review) 
Belie their name, and offer nothing new. 
The mind, relaxing into needful sport. 
Should turn to wiiters of an ablei* sort. 
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Whose wit well mana^d, and whose classic style. 
Give truth a lustre, and make wisdom smile. 
Friends (for I cannot stint, as some have done, 
Too rig^d in my view, that name to one ; 
Though one, I grant it, in the gen'rous breast 
Will stand advanc'd a step above the rest : 
Flow'rs by that name promiscuously we call. 
But one, the rose, the regent of them all) — 
Friends, not adopted with a schoolboy's haste. 
But chosen with a nice discerning taste. 
Well-bom, well-disciplin'd, who, plac*d apart 
From vulgar minds, have honour much at heart. 
And, though the world maythink th' ingredients odd, 
The love of virtue, and the fear of God ! 
Such friends prevent what else would soon succeed, 
A temper rustic as the lifr we lead. 
And keep the polish of the manners dean. 
As theirs who bustle in the busiest scenes 
For solitude, howew some may rave. 
Seeming a sanctuary, proves a grave, 
A sepulchre, in which the living lie. 
Where all good qualities grow sick and die. 
I praise the Frenchman*, his remark was shrewd- 
How sweet, how passing sweet, is solitude ! 
But grant me still a friend in my retreat. 
Whom I may whisper-HSolitnde is sweet. 

• 
• Brnyerew 
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Vet neither these delights, nor aught beside. 
That appetite can ask, or wealth provide, 
Can save us always from a tedious day, , 
Or shine the dulness of still life away $ 
Divine communion, carefully ei^jojr'd, 
Or sought with enei^, must fill the void. 
sacred art, to which alone life owes 
It's happiest seasons, and a peaceful dose, 
Scom'd in a world, indebted to that scorn 
For evils daily felt and hardly borne, 
Not knowing thee, we reap with bleeding hands 
Flow'rs of rank odour upon thorny lands. 
And, while Bxperience cautions us in vain. 
Grasp seeming happiness, and find it pain. 
Despondence, self-deserted in her grief. 
Lost by abandoning her own relief. 
Murmuring and ungrateful Discontent, 
That scorns afflictions mereifitlly meant. 
Those humours tart as wines upon the fret. 
Which idleness and weariness beget ; 
These, and a thousand plagues, that haunt the breast. 
Fond of die phantom of an earthly rest. 
Divine communion chases, as the day 
Drives to their dens th' obedient beasts of prey. 
See Judah's promis'd king,, bereft of all, 
Driv'n out an eule from the faoe of Saul, 
To distant caves the lonely wand*rer flies, 
To seek that peace a tyrant's frown denies. 
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Hear the sweet aoeents of his tuneful voice. 
Hear him, o'erwhelm'd with aorrow, yet rejoice ; 
No womanish or waUin^ grief bas part. 
No, not a moment, in his royal heart ; 
"Us manly muric, such as martyrs make, 
Suflf 'ring with gladness for a Saviour's sake ; 
His soul exults, hope animates his lays. 
The sense of mercy kindles into praise. 
And wilds, familiar with a lion's roar. 
Ring with ecstatic sounds unheard before : 
Tis love like lus, that can alone defeat 
The foes of man, or make a desert sweet. 

Religion does not censure or exclude 
Unnumber'd pleasures harmlessly pursued ; 
To study culture, and with artful toil 
To meliorate and tame the stubborn soil ; 
To give dissimilar yet fhiitful lands 
The grain, or herb, or plant, that each demands ; 
To cherish virtue in an humble state. 
And share the joys your bounty may create ; 
To mark the matchless workings of the pow'r, 
That shuts within it's seed the future flow'r. 
Bids these in elegance of form excel. 
In colour these, and those delight the smell. 
Sends Nature forth the daughter of the skies. 
To dance on Earth, and charm all huoAan eyes ; 
To teach the canvass innocent deceit. 
Or lay the landscape on the snowy shee^-* 
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These, these are arts pursu'd witbcmt a crimey 
That leave no stain upon the wing of Time. 

Me poetry (or rather notes that aim 
Feebly and vainly at poetic £une) 
Employs, shut out from more important views. 
Fast by the banks of the slow winding Ouse ; 
Content if thus sequester'd I may raise 
A monitor's, though not a poet's praise. 
And while I teacb an art too little known, 
To dose life wisely, may not waste my own. 
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THE YEARLY DISTRESS, 

OR 

TITHING TIME AT STOCK, IN ESSEX. 



Verses addressed to a country cfergyraan compluoius of the div 
acrecableness eftlie day annmlfy fip|)ointed for receiving the 
dues at the panonace. 



Come, ponder well, for 'tis no jest. 
To laugh it would be wrong. 

The troubles of a worthy priest. 
The burden of my song. 

This priest he merry is and blithe 
Three quarters of a year. 

But oh ! it cuts him like a sithe. 
When tithing time draws near. 

He then is fiill of fright and fears. 

As one at point to die, 
And long before the day appears 

He heaves up many a sigh. 
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For then the fanners come jog, jog. 

Along the miiy road> 
Each heart as heavy as a log. 

To make their payments good. 

In sooth, the sorrow of such days 

Is not to be expressed. 
When he that takes and he that paj's 

Are both alike distress'd. 

Now all unwelcome at his gates 

The clumsy swains alight. 
With rueful faces and bald pate^— 

He trembles at the sight. 

And well he may, for well he knows 

Each bumpkin of the dan, 
Tnstead of paying what he owes. 

Will cheat him if he can. 

So in they come— each makes his leg. 

And flings his head before. 
And looks as if he came to beg. 

And not to quit a score. 

'* And how does miss and madam do, 

" The littie boy and aU ? " 
" All tig^t and well. And how do you, 

" Good Mr. What-d*ve-oall ? " 
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The dinner comes, and down they at : 
Were e'er such hungry folk ? 

There's little talking, and no wit ; 
It is no time to joke. 

One wipes his nose upon his sleeY«, 

One spits upon the floor. 
Yet, not to give offence or grieve, 

Holds up the cloth before. 

llie punch goes round, and they are dull 

And lumpbh still as ever ; 
like barrels with their bellies full. 

They only weigh the heavier. 

At length the busy time begins. 

" Come, neighbours, we must wag—" 
The money chinks, down drop their chins. 

Each lugging out his bag. 

One talks of mildew and of frost. 

And one of storms of hail. 
And one of pigs, that he has lost 

By maggots at the tail. 



Quoth one, *' A rarer man than you 
" In pulpit none shall hear : 

" But yet, methinks, to tell you true, 
*' You sell it plaguy dear." 



THE YEARLY DISTRESS. QiO 

O why are fejrmen made so coarse^ 

Or clergy made so fine ? 
A kick^ that scarce would move a hone. 

May kill a sound divine. 

Then let the boobies stay at home ; 

Twould cost him, I dare say. 
Less trouble taking twice the sum. 

Without the clowns that pay. 
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ADDRESSSU TO HENRY COWPER^ ESQ. 

Ob hu empbadcal and interesting delivery of die defence of 
Warren Hastings, Esq. in the Hoose of liOrds. 



VowPER, whose silver voice, task*d sometimes hard. 

Legends prolix delivers in the ears 

(Attentive when thou read'st) of England's peers. 
Let verse at len^h yield thee thy just reward. 

Thou wast not heard with drowsy disregard, 
Expending late on all that length of plea 
Thy gen'roiis pow'rs, but silence honour*d thee. 

Mute as e*er gaz'd on orator or bard. 

Thou art not voice alone, but hast beside 
Bothheart andhead ; and couldstwith mysic sweet 
Of Attic phrase and senatorial tone. 
Like thy renown'd forefathers, far and wide 
Thy fame diflfyse, prais'd not for utterance meet 
Of otliers* speech, but magic of thy tnon» 
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LINES 

ADDRB88ED TO DR. DARWIN, 
Author of " The BoUnic Garden.* 

Two Ptocts*, (poetSy by report. 

Not oft so well agree) 
Sweet Harmonist of Flora's courtl 

Conspire to honour Thee. 

They best can judge a poet's worth. 
Who oft themselves have known 

The pangs of a poetic birth 
By labours of their own. 

We therefore pleas'd extol thy song. 
Though various yet complete. 

Rich in embellishment as strong. 
And learned as 'tis sweet. 

• Allodiqc to the poem by Mr. Ha>ley, which accomiMUiitrt 
fheieliiMk 

o 8 
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No envy mingles with our pruse. 
Though, could our hearts refnne 

At any poet's happier lays. 
They wouldr-^they must at thine. 

But we, in mutual bondage knit 

Of friendship's dosest tie. 
Can g^e on even Darwin's wit 

With an unjaundicM eye ; 

And deem the Bard, whoe'er he be. 

And howsoever known, 
Who would not twine a wreath for Thee, 

Unworthy of his own. 
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ON 



MRS. MONTAGU'S FEATHER- 
HANGINGS. 



^■^^i#«^»>»»»»<»»» 



X HB InrdB pat off their ev*ry hue, 
To dress a room for Montagu: 

The Peacock sends his heavenly dyes« 
His rainbows and his iiainy cy ei ; 
The Pheasant plumes, which ronnd infold 
His mantling neck with downy gold ; 
The Cock his arch'd tail's acure show ; 
And, riyer-blanch'd, the Swan his snow. 
All tribes beside of Indian name> 
That glossy shine, or vivid flame. 
Where rises, and where sets the day, 
Whate'er they boast of ridi and gay. 
Contribute to the gorgeous plan, 
Proud to advance it all they can. 
This plumage neither dashing show'r. 
Nor blasts, that shake the dripping bow'r* 
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Shall drench again or discompose, 
But, screen'd from ev'ry storm that blows. 
It boasts a splendour ever new. 
Safe with protecting Montagu. 

To the si&ne patroness resort. 
Secure of favour at her court. 
Strong Genius, from whose forge of thought 
Forms rise, to quick perfection wrought. 
Which, though new-bom, with vigour move. 
Like Pallas sprinting arm'd fivm Jove- 
Imagination scatf ring round 
Wild roses over furrow'd ground. 
Which Labour of his fix>wn beguile, 
And teach Philosophy a smile<» 
Wit flashing on Religion's side. 
Whose fires, to sacred Truth applied. 
The gem, though luminous before. 
Obtrude on human notice more. 
Like sunbeams on the golden height 
Of some tall temple playing bright — 
Well-tutor'd Learning, from his books 
Dismiss'd witii grave, not haughly, looks, 
T%ei»' order on bis shelves exact. 
Not more harmonious or compact _ 
Than that, to wbidi he keeps confined 
The various treasures of his mind- 
All these to Montagu's repair. 
Ambitious of a shelter there. 
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There Genius, Learnings, Fancy, Wit, 
Their ruffled plumage calm refit, 
(For gtormy troubles loudest roar 
Around their flight who highest soar) 
And in her eye, and by her aid. 
Shine safe without a fear to fade. 

She thus maintains divided sway 
With yon bright regent of the day ; 
The plume and poet both we know 
Their lustre to his influence owe ; 
And she the works of Phoebus aiding. 
Both poet saves and plume from hdxag. 
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VERSES 



aapposed to be WYittM by Alexander Selkiric, duriat hit solicvy 
abode in the island or Juan Fernandez. 



I. 
I AM monarch of all I survey. 

My right there is none to dispute ; 
From the centre all round to the sea, 

I am lord of the fowl and the brute. 

Solitude ! where are the charms, 
That sages have seen in thy fkce ? 

Better dwell in the midst of alarms. 
Than reign in this horrible place. 

II. 

1 am out of humanity's reach, 

I must fimsh my journey alone. 
Never hear the sweet music of speech, 

I start at the sound of my own. 
The beasts, that roam over the plain. 

My form with indifierenoe see ; 
They are so unacquainted with man. 

Their tameneii is shocking to mt. 
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in. 

Society, friendship, and loye, 

Divinely bestoVd upon man, 
O, had I the wings of a dove. 

How soon would I taste you again ! 
My sorrows I then might assuage 

In the ways of religion and truth. 
Might learn from the wisdom of age, 

And be cheer'd by the sallies of youth. 

IV. 

Religion! what treasure untold 

Resides in that heavenly word ! 
More precious than silver and gold. 

Or all that this Earth can afford. 
But the soimd of the church-going bell 

These vallies and rocks never heard. 
Never sigh'd at the sound of a knell. 

Or smil'd when a sabbath appeared. 

V. 

Ye winds, that have made me your sport. 

Convey to this desolate shore 
Some cordial endearing report 

Of a land, I shall visit no more. 
My friends, do they now and then send 

A wish or a thought after me ? 
O tell me I yet have a friend. 

Though a friend 1 am never to see. 
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VI. 

How fleet is a glance of the mind ! 

Compar'd with the speed of it's flight. 
The tempest itself lags behind^ 

And the swift-winged arrows of light. 
When I think of my own native land> 

In a moment I seem to be there ; 
But alas ! recollection at hand 

Soon hurries me hack to despair. 

VII. 
But the seafowl is gone to her nest, 

The beast Is laid down in his lair ; 
Even here is a season of rest. 

And I to my cabin repair. 
There's mercy in every place, 

And men^, encouraging thought ! 
Gives even affliction a grace. 

And reconciles man to his lot. 
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ON THE PROMOTION OF 



EDWARD THUKJLOW, Esa., 

TO THE LORD HIGH CBANCELL0R8H1F OF ENGLAND. 



*»»>^*>»^^^#»» 



I. 

Round Thurlow's bead in early youth* 

And in his sportive days. 
Fair Science pour'd the light of truth. 

And Genius shed his rays. 

IL 

See ! with united wonder cried <* 
Th' ezperienc'd and the sage> 

Ambition in a boy supplied 
With all the skill of age ! 

UI. 

DtBcemmenty eloquence* and grace 
Proclaim him bom to sway 

The balance in the highest placc^ 
And bear the palm away. 

X 
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IV. 

Tbe praise bestow'd was just aiid wise -, 
He spraDg impetuous forth 

Secure of conquest, where the prize 
Attends superior worth. 

V. 

So the best courser on the plain 
Ere yet he starts is known, 

And does but at the goal obtain 
What all had deem'd his own. 
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ODE TO PEACE. 



I. 

Come, peace of mind, delis^fatfiil gaest { 
Return and make thy downy nest 

Once more in this sad heart : 
Nor riches I nor pow'r pursue. 
Nor hold forhidden joys in view } 

We therefore need not part. 

II. 
Where wilt thou dwell, if not with me. 
From av*rice and ambition free. 

And pleasure's fatal wiles ? 
For whom, alas ! dost thou prepare 
The sweets, that J was wont to share, 

llie banquet of thy smiles ? 

m. 

The great, the gay, shall they partake 
The Heav'n that thou alone canst make ? 

And wilt thou quit the stream. 
That murmurs through the dewy mead. 
The grove and the sequestered shed, 

To be a guest with them ? 
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IV. 

For thee I pauted, thee I prU'd, 

For thee I gladly sacrific'd 
Whate'er I loVd before ; 

And shall I see thee start away. 

And helpless, hopelsss, hear thee say- 
Farewell I we meet no more ? 
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HUMAN FRAILTY. 



^^i^PlO^^^^^**" 



I. 

Vi^BAK and irresolute Is man ; 

The purpose of to day. 
Woven with pains into his plan. 

To morrow rends away. 

U. 

The bow well bent, and smart the spring, 

Vice seems already slain ; 
But Passion rudely snaps the string;, 

And it revives again* 

m. 

Some foe to his upright intent 

Finds out his weaker part ; 
Virtue engages his assent. 

But Pleasure wins his heart. 

IV. 

Tis here the folly of the wise 
Through all his art we view ; 

And, while his tongue the charge denias. 
His oonsdence owns it true. 

x8 
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V. 

Bound on a voyage of awful lengtli 

And dangers little known^ 
A stranger to superior strength, 

Man vainly trusts his own. 

VI. 

But oars alone can ne'er prevail. 

To reach the distant coast; 
The breath of HeaVn must swell the sail. 

Or aU the toil is lost. 
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THE MODERN PATRIOT. 



I. 
Rebbluon is my theme all day ; 

I only wish 'twould come 
CAs who knows but perhaps it may ?) 

A little nearer home. 

II. 

Yon roaring boys, who rsre and fight 
On t'other side th' Atlantic, 

I always held them in the right, 
Bat most so when most firantic 

ni. 

When lawless mobs insult the court. 
That man shall be my toast. 

If breaking windows be the sport. 
Who bravely breaks the most. 

IV. 

But O ! Ibr him my fiincy culls 
The choicest flow'rs she bears, 

Who constitutionally pulls 
Your house about your ears. 
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V. 

Such dTil broUt are my delight. 
Though lome folks can't endure theni« 

Who say the mob ate mad outright. 
And that a rope must cuxe them. 

VI. 

A rope ! I wish we patriots had 
Such strings for all who need '< 

What ! hang a man for going mad! 
Then forewell British freedom. 
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On oburwng 9&me names tflUtU note recorded m 
the Biogre^hia Briianmea, ' 



^r<»^»^»*»^*i^ 



Oh, fond attempt to nive a deathlen lot 
To names ignoble^ bom to be forgot ! 
In vain, recorded In bktoric page, 
Tliey court the no^oe of a fixture age : 
Those twinkling tiny lustres of the land 
Drop one by one from Fame's neglecting band ; 
Lethean gulft receive them as tfaej foil. 
And dark obliinon soon absorbs them aU. 

So when a childy as playful children use» 
Has bamt to tinder a stale last year's news, 
Hie flame extinct^ he Tiemtfae roving fire — 
There goes my lady« and there goes the squire, 
There goes the parson* ob illastrious spark ! 
And there, scarce less illustrious^ goes the clerk ! 
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REPORT 

OF AN ADJUDGED CASK, MOT TO BE FOUMD IH 
ANY OF THE BOOKS* 

I. 

Between Note and ^^es a strange contest arose. 
The spectacles set them unhappily wrong ; 

The point in dispute was» as all the world knows. 
To which the said spectacles ought to belong. 

n. 

So Tongue was the lawyer, and argued the cause 
Vnthagreat deal of skill, andawigfuU of leammg; 

While chief baron Ear sat to balance the laws. 
So fam'd for his talent in nicely fysoeming. 

m. 

In behalf of the Nose it will quickly appear. 
And your lordship, he said, will undoubtedly find. 

That the Nose has had spectacles always in wear. 
Which amounts to possession time out of mind. 
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IV. 

Then holcUng the tpectacles up to the court-— 
Your lordship observes they are made with a 
straddle. 

As wide as the ridge of the Nose is ; in short, 
Design'd to sit close to it, just like a saddle. 

V. 

Again, would your lordship a moment suppose 
(Tis a case that has happen'd, and may be again) 

That the visage or countenance had not a Nose, 
Pray who would, or who could, wear spectacles then? 

VI. 

On the whole it appears, and my argument shows 
With a reasoning, the court will never condemn. 

That the spectacles plainly were made for the Nose, 
And the Nose was as plainly intended for them. 

VU. 
Then shifting his side, (as a lawyer knows how) 

He pleaded again in behalf of the Eyes : 
But what were his arguments few people know. 

For the court did not think they were equully wise. 

vni. 

So his lordship decreed with a grave solemn tone. 
Decisive and clear, without one if or bu^-^ 

That, whenever the Nose put his spectacles on. 
By daylight or candUlight— -Eyes should be shut ! 
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ON THE 

BURNING OF LORD MANSFIELD'S 

LIBRARY, 

TOGETHER WITH HIS MSf .» 

By the mob, in the month of Jane, 1780. 



I. 

So then— the Vandals of otir isle, 
Sworn foes to sense and law. 

Have burnt to dust a nobler pile. 
Hum ever Roman saw ! 

II. 
And Murray irigfas o'er Pope and Swift, 

And many a treasure more. 
Hie well-judged pnrofaase, and the gift. 

That grac'd his lette^d store. 

m. 

7Mr pages mangled, burnt, and torn. 

The loss was his aUnes 
But ages }ret to come shall mourn 

The burning of hi» own. 
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ON THE SAME. 



I. 

M^BEN wH and genhu meet their doom 

In all deroming flame^ 
They tell us of the fiue of Rome, 

And bid us fear the same. 

U. 
O'er Murray's loss the muses wep^ 

They felt the rude alarm. 
Yet bless'd the guardian care, that kept 

His sacred head from harm. 

UI. 
There Mem'iy, like the bee, that's fed 

From Flora's bahny store^ 
The quintessence of all he read 

Had treaanr'd up before. 

IV. 
The lawless held, with fmj blind, 

Haye done him cruel wrong ; 
The flow'rs are gone— 4>ut still we find 

The honqr on his tongue. 
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THE LOVE OF THE WORLD 
REPROVED J 

OR, 
HYPOCRISY DETECTED*. 

Xhus sayi the prophet of the Turk, 
Good mussulman, afaetain from pork ; 
There is a part in ev'ry swine 
No friend or fbllower of mine 
May taste, whate'er his inclination. 
On paiin of excommunication. 
Such Mahomet* s mysterious chaiige. 
And thus he left the point at large. 
Had ha the tanfal part express'd. 
They might with safety eat the rest ; 
But for one piece they thought it hard 
From the whole hog to he debarr'd ; 
And set their wit at work to find 
What joint the prophet had in mind. 

* It maybe proper to iotom the reader, diat this pieoe hu 
already appeared in print, haTing Iband i^sway, thonghwitli 
tome nnnecenary additiooa by an onknown luaKl« into 0ie 
Laeda Journal, witboot the anthoi'i priyity. 
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Much controversy straigfat arose, 

Xbese choose the back, the belly those ; 

By some 'tis confidently said 

He meant not to forbid the head ; 

While others at that doctrine rail. 

And piously prefer the tail. 

Thus, conscience freed from ev'ry clog, 

Mahometans eat up the hog. 

You langh-^'tis well— The tale applied 
May make you laugh on t'other side. 
Renounce the world-4he fneacher cries. 
We do— a multitude replies. 
While one as innocent regards 
A snug and friendly game at cards ; 
And one, whatever you may say, 
Can see no evfl in a play ; 
Some love a concert, or a race ; 
And others shooting, and the chase. 
Revil'd and lov'd, renounc'd and foUow'd, 
Thus, bit by bit, the world is swallow'd ; 
Each thinks his neighbour makes too free. 
Yet likes a slice as well as he : 
With sophiitiy their sanoe they sweeten* 
Till quite from tail to mout 'tis eaten. 
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ON THE DEATH OF Mrs. (now Lady) 
THROCKMORTON'S BULFINCH. 



Yb nymphs ! if e'er yoor eyes were red 
1¥tth tears o'er hapless fav'rites shed, 

O share Maria's grief! 
Her faVritey even in his cage, 
(What will not hunger's emsl rage ?) 

Assassin'd by a thief. 

Where Rhenns strays hs rines among. 
The egg was laid from whidi he qpning ; 

And, thongfa by nature mute. 
Or only with a whistle blest, 
Well-taogfat he all the sounds ezpress'd 

Offlageletorflute. 

The honours of his ebon poll 

Were brighter than tte sladcest nole. 

His bosom of the hue. 
With which Aurora decks the skies. 
When piping winds shall soon arise» 

To sweep away the dew. 
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Above, below, in all the house. 
Dire foe alike of bird and mousey 

No cat had leave to dweH ; 
And Bully's cage supported stood 
Ob props of smoothest-shaven wood, 

Large-built and lattic'd well. 

Well-lattie'd— but tfae grate, alasl 
Not rough with wire of steel or brass. 

For Bully's plumage sake. 
But smooth with wands from Quae's side, 
Wiih which, when neatly peel'd and dried. 

The swains their baskets make. 

Night veil'd tfae pole: all seem'd secure : 
When led by instinct sharp and sure. 

Subsistence to pnnide, 
A beast forth sallied on the soout, 
Long^back'd, long-tail'd, with whiskcr'd snout« 

And badger-oolour'd hide. 

He, enf ring at the stucfy-door. 
It's ample area 'gan eiplore ; 

And something in the wind 
Coi|f ectur'd, sniiflng round and round, 
better than aU the books he found. 

Food ddefly for the mind. 

Y S 
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Just then, by adrcnsc Ate impreaa'd, 
A dream diiturb'd poor Butty's rest j 

In sleep be seem*d to view 
A rat fast clinging to the cage. 
And, screaming at the sad presage. 
Awoke and found it true. 

For, aided both by ear and scent. 

Right to his mark the monster went—- 
Ah, 'muse ! forbear to speak 

Minute the horrors that ensu'd ; 

His teeth were strong, the cage was wood- 
He left poor Bully's beak. 

O had he made that too his prey ; 
That beak, whence issa'd many a lay 

Of such mellifluous tone. 
Might have repaid him well, I wote. 
For silencing so sweet a throat. 

Fast stuck within his own. 

Maria weeps— due Muses moun>— 
So when, by Bacchanalians torn. 

On Thradan Hebrus' side 
The tree-enchanter Orpheus feU» 
His head alone remain'd to tell 

The cruel death he died. 
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THE ROSE. 



^■^■*«»<^i^^»»^^ 



X HE rose had been wash'd, just wash'd in a show'r. 

Which Maiy to Anna convey'dy 
The plentiful moisture encnmber'd the flow'r. 

And weigh'd down if s beautiful head. 

The cup was all fill'd^ and the leaves were all wet. 

And it seem'd to a fanciful view. 
To weep for the buds it had left with regret. 

On the flourishing; bush where it grew. 

I hastily seiz'd it, unfit as it was 

For a nosegay, so dripping and drown'd. 

And swinging it rudely, too rudely, alas ! 
I snapp'd it, it fell to the ground. 

And such, I ezcLuni'd, is the pitiless part 

Some act by the delicate mind. 
Regardless of wrin^ng and breaking a heart 

Already to sorrow resign'd. 



S4S THX ROSE. 

This elegant rose, had I shaken it less» 
Might have bloom'd with it's owner a while ; 

And the tear, that is wip'd with a little addren. 
May he follow'd perhaps hj a smile. 
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THE DOVES. 



^^'^■»«#^<»^^^ 



1. 

RsAS'inNO at ev'ry step he treads, 

Man yet mistakes tiis way. 
While meaner things, whom instinct leads. 

Are rarely known to stray. 

11. 
One silent eve I wandered late. 

And heard the Toice of love ; 
The turtle thus address'd her mate. 

And sooth'd the list'ning dove : 

m. 

Our mutual bond of £uth and truth 

No time shall disengage, 
Those blessings of our early youth 

Shall cheer our latest age : 

IV. 

While innocence without disguise 

And constancy sincere. 
Shall fill the circles of those eyes, 

And mine can read them there | 
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V. 

Those ills, that wait on all below. 

Shall ne'er be felt by me, 
Or gently felt, and only so. 

As being shar'd with thee. 

VI. 

When lightnings flash among the trees. 
Or kites are hoT'ring near, 

I fear lest thee alone they seise. 
And know no other fear. 

VII. 
Tis then I feel myself a wife, 

And press thy wedded side, 
Resolv'd a union form'd for life 

Death never shall divide. 

VUI. 

But oh !' if, fickle and unchaste, 
(Forgive a transient thought) 

Thou could become unkind at last. 
And scorn thy present lot, 

IX. 

No need of lightnings ih>m on high. 

Or kites with cruel beak ; 
Denied th' endearments of thine eye. 

This widow'd heart would break. 
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A FABLE. 



i»^^»»^^>*^^>» 



A RAVSNy while with glossy breast 
Her new-laid eggs she fondly press'd. 
And, on her wickerwork high mounted^ 
Her chiekens prematurely coanted, 
(A fauh philosophers might blame 
If quite exempted from the same) 
Eqloy'd at ease the genial day ; 
Twas April, as the bumpkins say, 
rhe le^slature call'd it May. 
But suddenly a wind as high. 
As eyer swept a winter sky. 
Shook the young leaves about her ean. 
And fill'd her with a thousand fears. 
Lest the rude blast should snap the bough. 
And spread her golden h6pes below. 
But just at ere the blowing weather. 
And all her fears were hush'd together : 
And now, quoth poor unthinldng Ralpl:^ 
TSs oVer, and the brood is safe ; 
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A FABLE. S53 



(For ravenSy though as hirds of omen 

They teach both ooi^'rers and old women. 

To tell us what is to befall. 

Can't prophesy themselves at all.) 

The morning came, when neighbour Hodge, 

Who long had mark'd her airy lodge. 

And destin'd all the treasure there 

A gift to his expecting fair, 

Climb'd like a squirrel to his dray. 

And bore the worthless prize away. 

MORAL. 

'Tis Providence alone secures 
In ev'ry change both mine and yours : 
Safety consists not in escape 
From dangers of a frightful shape ; 
An earthquake may be bid to spare 
The man, that's strangled by a hair. 
Fate steals along with silent tread. 
Found oft'nest in what least we dread. 
Frowns in the storm with angry brow. 
But in the sunshine strikes the blgw. 



/ 
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A COMPARISON. 



The lapM of time and rivtn is tiie tame, »<% *^ 
Both speed their journey with a restless stream ; 
The silent pace, with which they steal away. 
No wealth can hribe, no pray'rs persuade to stay; 
Alike irrevocable both when past. 
And a wide ocean swallows both at last. 
Though each resemble each in ev'ry part, 
A diff'rence strikes at length the musing heart ; 
Streams neVer flow in vain ; where streams abound^ 
How laughs the land with various plenty crown'd ! 
But time, that should enrich the nobler mind^ 
Neglected leaves a dreary waste behind. 
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ANOTHER. 

AODRJBSSBD TO A TOiniQ LADY* 

> 

SwEBT stream, tllst winds through yonder i^adf * 

Apt emblem of a Tirtuous nuu^-« 

Silent and chaste she steals along. 

Far from the world's gay busy throng i 

With gentle yet prevailing force, 

Intent upon her destin'd course ; 

Graceful and usefiil aU she does. 

Blessing and Uett where'er she goes, 

Pure-bosom'd as that wat'ry glass. 

And Heav'n reflected in her tue. 
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THE POETS NE^- YEAR'S -GIFT 

TO MRS. (now lady) THROCKMORTON. 



^»^^^»j>^^i»^«»>^ 



Maria ! I have ev'iy good * 

For thee wish'd many a time, 

Both sad, and in a cheerful mood. 
But never yet in rhime. 

To wish thee fairer is no need. 
More prudent, or more sprightly. 

Or more ingenious, or more freed 
From temper-flaws unsightly. 

What favour then not yet possess'd 

Can I for thee require. 
In wedded love already blest, - 

To tlqr whole heart's desire ? 

None here is happy but in part : 

Full bliss is bliss divine ; 
There dwells some wish in ev'ry heart. 

And doubtless one in thine. 
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That wish on some £ur futnre day. 

Which Fate shall brightly gild, 
('Tis blameless> be it wh«t it may) 

I wish it all fiilfiUU 



I i 
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ODE TO APOLLO. 



•H AN INKGLAM ALMOST DRIED IN THB BUN. 

Patron of all those luckless brains. 
That, to the wroni; ^de leaningy 

Indite much metre with much pains. 
And little or no meaning. 

Ah why, since oceans, rivers, streams. 

That water all the nations. 
Fay tribute to thy glorious beams. 

In constant exhalations. 

Why, stooping from the noon of day. 

Too covetous of drink, 
Apollo, hast thou stoPn away 

A poet's drop of ink ? 

Upborne into the viewless air 

It floats a vapour now, 
Impell'd through regions dense and rare, 

Bjr all the winds that blow. 
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Ordain'd perhaps ere summer flies, 

Combin'd with millions more. 
To form an Iris in the skies. 

Though hlack and foul before. 

lUuatrlous drop ! and happy then 

Bejond the happiest lot. 
Of all that evei: pass'd my pen> 

So soon to he forgot ! 

FhoehnSy if such be thy design* 

To place it in thy bow, 
■Give wit, that what is left may shint 

With equal grace below. 
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PAIRING TIME ANTICIPATED 



A FABLE. 



I SHALL not ask Jean Jaques Rousseau *, 
If birds confabulate or no ; 
'Us clear, that they were always able 
To hold discourse, at least in foble ; 
And e'en the child who knows no better 
Than to interpret by the letter, 
A story of a cock and hull, 
Must have a most uncommon skull. 
It chanc'd then on a winter's day. 
But warm, and bright, and calm as May, 
The birds, conceiving a design 
To forestal sweet St. Valentine, 
In many an orchard, copse, and grove, 
Assembled on affairs of love, 
And with much twitter and much chatter, 
fiegan to agitate the matter 

* It was one of the whimsical speeolatiou of this philoaopher, 
that all fablas, which ascribe reaM>n aod speech to *ntwy«i«, 
ihould be withheld from children, as hting oaiy veMcles of 
deception. Bat what child was erer deceived by them, or can 
be, against tkA evideace of his seneesf 
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PAIRING TIME ANTICIPATED. 2Gl | 

j 

At length a Bulfinch, who could boast 

More years and wisdom than the most. 

Entreated, op*nin^ wide his beak> I 

A moment's liberty to speak ; 

And, silence publicly enjoin'd, 

Deliver'd briefly thus his mind. 

My friends ! be cautious how ye treat 
The subject, upon which we meet ; 
I fear we shall have winter yet. 

A Finch, whose tongue knew no control. 
With golden wing, and satin poll, 
A last year*s bird, who ne'er had tried 
What marriage means, thus pert replied : 

Methinks the gentleman, quoth she. 
Opposite in the apple-tree, 
By his good will would keep us single 
Till yonder Heav'n and Earth shall mingle. 
Or (which is likelier to be£dl) 
Till death exterminate us all. 
I marry without more ado. 
My dear Dick Redcap, what say you ? 

Dick heard, and tweedling, ogling, bridling. 
Turning short round, strutting and sideling, 
Attested, glad, bis approbation 
Of an immediate conjugation. 
Their sentiments so well express'd 
Influeuc'd mightily the rest. 
All pair'd, and each pair built a nest. 
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But though the birds were thus ia haste. 
The leaves came on not quite so fast, 
Aod Destiny, that sometimes bears 
An aspect stem on man's afban. 
Not altogether smil'd on th^rs. 
The wind, of late breath'd gently forth. 
Now shifted east, and east by north ; 
Bare trees and shrubs but ill, you know, 
•Could shelter them from rain or snow, 
Stepping into their nests, they paddled. 
Themselves were chill'd, their eggs were addled; 
Soon ev'ry father bird and mother 
Grew quarrelsome, and peck'd each other. 
Farted without the least regret. 
Except thqi they had ever met> 
And leam'd in fiiture to be wiser. 
Than to neglect a good adviser. 

MORAL* 

Misses ! the tale that I relate 

This lesson seems to carry-— 
Choose not alone a proper mate. 

But proper time to many. 
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THE DOG AND THE WATER-LILY. 



VO FABLB. 



»>^«^»«^^^»«^>» 



Xhb noon was shady, and soft airs 
Swept Oase*s silent tide, ^ 

When, 'scap'd ftxini literary care^ 
I wander*d on his side. 

My spaniel, prettiest of his race. 

And hi|fh in pedigree, 
(Two nymphs* adom'd with er*iy grace 

That spaniel fband for me) 

Now wanton*d lost in flags and reeds, 

Now starting into sight 
Pursued the swallow o'er the meads 

With scarce a slower flight. 

It was the time when Ouse display'd 

His lilies newly hlown ; 
Their beauties I intent surveyed 

And one I wish'd my own. 

* Sir Robert CnnniiiK*! (Unchlcr*. 
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With cane extended far I sought 

To steer it close to land ; 
But still the prize, though nearly caught, 

Escap'd my eager hand. 

Beau mark'd my unsuccessful puns 

With fix'd consid'rate fiu!e, 
And puzzling set his puppy brains 

To comprehend the case. 

But with a cherup dear and strong. 

Dispersing all his dream, 
i thence withdrew, and foUow'd long 

The windings of the stream. 

My ramble ended, I rctum'd ; 

Beau, trotting far before. 
The floating wreath again discem'd. 

And plunging left the shore. 

I saw him with that lily cropp'd 

Impatient s^rim to meet 
My quick approach, and soon he dropp*d 

The treasure at my feet. 

Charm'd with the sight, the world, I cried. 

Shall hear of this thy deed : 
My dog shall mortify the pride 

Of man's superior breed : 
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But chief myself I will enjoin. 

Awake at duty's call^ 
To show a love as prompt as thine 

To Him who gives roe all. 
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THE POET, THE OYSTER, AND 
SENSITIVE PLANT. 



^ ^^i^<^.^S^^^^S^>^ 



An Oyster, cast upon tfas shore, 
Was heard, though never heard before, 
Complaininif in a speech well worded. 
And worthy thus to be recorded— 

Ah, hapless wretch ! condemned to dwell 
For ever in my native shell ; 
Ordain'd to move when others please. 
Not for my own content or ease ; 
But toss'd and buffetted about. 
Now m the water and now oui, 
Twere b^er to be bom a stone. 
Of ruder shape, and jfeeling none. 
Than with a tenderness like mine. 
And sensibilities so fine ! 
I envy that unfeeling shrub. 
Fast-rooted against ev'ry rub. 
The plant he meant grew not far .off. 
And felt the sneer with scorn enough ; 
Was hurt, disgusted, mortified. 
And with asperity replied. 



TUB MBT, OVSTBR, &C. SSJ 

Wben, C17 the botanisli, and Mare, 
md planta call'd sentttive gnnr there ■' 
No matter wben — a poet'i Qiuie i* 
Ta make them grow jii*t where she cbootei. 

You ahapeleu nothing in a diih. 
You that are bat abnott ■ fish, 
I scom your coarse inunuation. 
And hare most plentiful occaaioD, 
To wish myself the roelt I view. 
Or such another dlilt as you : 
For many a grave and learned clerk. 
And Dtany a gay uoletter'd spad^ 
With cuiioul toudi examines me. 
If I can fecial well al be; 
And when I bend, retire, and shrink. 
Says — Well, 'tis more than one would think 1 
Thus life is spent (oh fie upon't !) 
In being tauch'd', and crying— -Don't ■' 

A poet, jn hiB er'niug walk, 
O'erheard and check'd tliiH idle talk. 
And your fine sense, he said, and yoiai, 
Whatever evil it endures. 
Deserves not, if so soon oSended, 
Hudi to be pitied or commended. 
Kaputea, though short, are far too long, 
Where both alike are in the wrong j 
Your feeling in their fill] amount. 
Are all upon your own account. 
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THE ?OBT, OYSTER, &C. 



Vou, in your grotto-work enclos'd, 
Complain of being thus exposed ; 
Yet nothing feel in that rough coat. 
Save when the knife is at your throat. 
Wherever driv*n by wind or tide. 
Exempt from ev*ry ill beside. 

And as for you, my Lady Squeamish, 
Who reckon ev'iy touch a blemish. 
If all the plants, that can be found 
Embellishing the scene around, 
Should droop and wither where they grow. 
You would not feel at all—- not you. 
The noblest minds their virtue prove 
^y Pi*y> sympathy, and love : 
These, these are feelings truly fine. 
And prove their owner half divine. 

His censure reach'd them as he dealt it. 
And each by shrinking show'd he felt it. 
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THE SHRUBBERY. 

WRITTEN IN A TIME OF AFFLICTION. 



I. 

Oh, bappy shadeB^— to me unblest 
Friendly to peace, but not to me ' 

How ill tbe fieene, tbat offers rest. 
And heart, that cannot rest, agree 

n. 

This glassy stream, that spreading pine, 

Those alders quiVring to the breeze. 
Might sooth a soul less hurt than mine, 

And please, if any thing could ]please. 

III. 
But fii:'d unalterable Care 

Forgoes not what she feels within. 
Shows the same sadness ev'iy where. 

And slights the season and the scene. 

IV. 
For all that pleas'd in wood or lawn, 

While Peace possessed these silent bow*rs, 
Her animating smile withdrawn. 

Has lost it*s beauties and it's pow'rs. 
A a 3 
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« 

V, 

The saint or moralist should tread 
This moss-grown alley masing» slow $ 

They seek like me the secret shade. 
But not like me to mourish wo ! 

VI. 

Me fruitful scenes and prospects wastt 
Alike admonish not to roam ; 

These tell me of enjoyments past, 

, And those of sorrows yet to come. 
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THE WINTER NOSEGAY. 



iO<»^»t»»K^»yO» 



I. 

IT HAT Nature, alas ! has denied 

To the delicate growth of our isle. 
Art has in a measure supplied,. 

And Winter is deck'd with a smile. 
See, Mary, what beauties I hring 

From the shelter of that sunny shed. 
Where the flow'rs have the charms of the spring. 

Though ahroad th^ are frosen and dead. 

n. 

^TIs a bow'r of Arcadian sweets. 

Where Flora is still in her prime, 
A fortress to which she retreats 

From the cruel assaults of the clime. 
While Earth wears a mantle of snow. 

These innks are as firesh and as gay. 
As the lUrest and sweetest, that blow 

On the beautiftil bosom of May. 
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THE WINTER NOSEOAYi 



III. 

See how they have safely surviv'd 

The frowns of a sky sp severe ; 
Such Mary's true love, that has iiv'd 

Throu|^h many a turbulent year. 
The charms of the late blowing rose 

Seem'd grac'd with a livelier hue. 
And the winter of sorrow best shows 

The truth of a friend such as you. 
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MUTUAL FORBEARANCE 

NECESSARY TO THE HAPPINESS OF THE MARRIED 

STATE. 

X HE lady thus address'd her spouse— 
What a mere duugeon is this house ! 
By no means large enough ; and was it. 
Yet this duU room, and that dark closet, 
Thote hangings with their worn-out graces. 
Long beards, long noses, and pale faces. 
Are such an antiquated scene. 
They overwhelm me with the spleen. 
Sir Humphrey, shooting in the dark. 
Makes answer quite beside the mark : 
No doubt, my dear, I bade him oome, 
Engag'd myself to be at home. 
And shall expect him at the door. 
Precisely when the dock strikes four. 

You are so deaf, the lady cried, 
(And rais'd her voice, and frown'd beside) 
You are so sadly deaf, my dear, 
What shall I do to make you hear ? 
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Dismiss poor Harry ! he replies ; 
Some people are more nice than wise. 
For one slight trespass all this stir ? 
What if he did ride whip and spur, 
'Twas hut a mile — ^your fav'rite horse 
Will ne^er look one hair the worse. 

Well, I protest 'tis past all hearing! — 
Child ! I am rather hard of hearing — 
Yesy truly— one must scream and hawl . 
I tell you, you can't hear at all ! 
Then, with a voice exceeding; low» 
No matter if you hear or no. 

Alas ! and is domestic strifev 
That sorest ill of human life, 
A plague so little to be fear'd* 
As to he wantonly incunrfd. 
To gratify a fretful passion, 
On ev'ry trivial provocation ? 
The kindest and the happiest pair 
Will find occasion to forbear ; 
And something ev*ry day they live, 
To pity, and perhaps forgive. 
But if infirmities, that fall 
In common to the lot of all, 
A blemish or a sense impair'd. 
Are crimes so little to he spar'd. 
Then farewell all, that must create 
The coafbrt of the wedded state ; 
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Instead of harmony, 'tis jar. 
And tumult, and intestine war. 

The love, that cheers life's latest stage, 
Proof against sickness and old age, 
Preserv'd by virtue from declension. 
Becomes not weaiy of attention ; 
But lives, when that exterior grace. 
Which first inspir'd the flame, decaya. 
Tls gentle, delicate, and kind. 
To faults compassionate or blind. 
And will with Sjrmpathy endure 
Those evils, it would gladly cure : 
But angry, coarse, and harsh expression 
Shows love to be a mere profession ; 
Proves that the heart is none of his« 
Or soon expels him if it is. 
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THE 



NEGRO'S COMPLAINT. 



r ORC*D from home and all it's pleasures, 

Afinc*8 coast I left forlorn ; 
To increase a stranger's treasures. 

O'er the raging billows borne. 
Men from England bought and sold me. 

Paid my price in paltry g Id ; 
Hut, though slave they have enroU'd me, 

Minds are never to be sold. 



Still io thought as free as ever, 

What are England's rights, I ask. 
Me fix)m my delights to sever. 

Me to torture, me to task ? 
Fleecy locks and black complexion 

Cannot forfeit Nature's claim ; 
Skins may differ, but affection 

Dwells in v'hite and black the same. 



TffE NKOR0*S COMPLAINT. 

Why did all-creating Nature 

Make the plant, for which we toil ? 
Sighs must fan it^ tears must water^ 

Sweat of ours must dress the soil. 
Think, ye masters iron-hearted. 

Lolling at your jovial hoards ; 
Think how many backs have smarted 

For the sweets, your cane affords. 

Is there, as ye sometimes tell us, 

Is there one, who reigns on high ? 
Has he bid you buy and sell us. 

Speaking from his throne the sky? 
Ask him, if your knotted scourges. 

Matches, blood-extorting screws. 
Are the means, that duty urges 

Agents of his will to use ? 

Hark ! he answers— wild tornadoes, 

Strewing yonder sea with wrecks ; 
Wasting towns, plantations, meadows. 

Are the voice, with which he speaks. 
He, foreseeing what vexations 

Afric's sons should undergo, 
Fix'd their tyrants' habitations 

Wlicre Ilia whirlwinds answer— no. 

B b 
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$7B THE negro's complaint. 

By our blood in Afirie wasted. 

Ere our necks reeeiv'd the chain; 
By the mis'ries that we tasted. 

Crossing in your barks the main ; 
By our sufferings, since ye brought us 

To the man-degrading mart ; 
All sustain'd hy patience, taught us 

Only by a broken heart ; 

Deem our nation brutes no longer^ 

Till some reason ye shall find 
Worthier of regard, and stronger 

Than the colour of our kind. , 
Slaves c^ gold, whose sordid dealings 

Tarnish all your boasted pow*rs. 
Prove that you have human feelings 

Eire you proudly question ours ! 
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PITY FOR POOR AFRICANS. 



Video mdiora proboqpe, 
Deterfon aeqoor.— 



I OWN I am sbock'd at the purchase of slaves. 
And fear those, who buy them and sell them, are 
knaves ; [groans. 

What 1 hear of their hardships, their tortures, and 
Is almost enough to draw pity from stones. 

I pity them greatly, but I must be mum. 
For how could we do without sugar and rum f 
Espedally sugar, so needful we see ? 
What, give up our dessertiy our coffee, and tea ! 

Besides, if we do, the French, Dutch, and Dane^ 
Will heartily thank us, no doubt, for our pains ; 
If we do not buy the poor creatures, they will. 
And tortures and groans will be multiplied still. 

If foreigners likewise would giiie up the trade. 
Much more in behalf of your wish might be said ; 
But, while they get riches by purchasing blacks. 
Pray tell me why we may not also go snacks ? 
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Your scruples and arguments bring to my mind 
A story so pat, you may tlunk it is coin'd^ 
On purpose to answer you, out of my mint; 
But I can assure you I saw it in print. 

A youngster at school more sedate tiian the rest* 
Had once his Integrity put to the test ; 
His comrades had plotted an orchard to rob. 
And ask'd him to go and assist in the job. 

Hewasshock'd,^r,likeyou, and answer'd— "Ohno! 
What ! rob our good neighbour! I pray you don't go ; 
Besides the man's poor, lus orchard's his bread, 
Then think of his children, for they must be fed." 

•* You speak very fine, lAd you look very grave. 
But apples we want, and apples we'll have ; 
If you will go with us, you shall have a share. 
If not, you shall have neither apple nor pear/' 

They spoke^ and Tom ponder'*—" I see diey will go : 
Poor man \ what a pity to ii\Jure him so ! 
VooT man ! I would save him his fruit if I eould, 
But staying behind will do him no good. 

*' If the matter depended alone upon me. 
His apples might hang till they dropp'd finom the tree ; 
But, since they will take them, I think I'll go too, 
le will lose none by me, though I get a few." 
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His scruples thus 6ilenc*d> Tom felt more at ease^ 
And went -with his comrades the apples to seize ; 
H* blam'd and protested, but join'd in the plan : 
He shar'd in the pkinder, but pitied the man. 
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THE 



MORNING DREAM. 



^«#^<>»^'^»#«»^ 



X WAS in the glad season of spring. 

Asleep at the dawn of the day, 
I dream'd what I cannot but sing. 

So pleasant it seem'd as I lay. 
I dream'd, that, on ocean afloat, 

Far hence to the westward I sail'd. 
While the billows high-lifted the boat. 

And the fresh-blowing breeze never fail'd. 



In the steerage a woman I saw. 

Such at least was the form that she wore. 
Whose beauty impress'd me with awe. 

Ne'er taught me by woman before. 
She sat, and a shield at her side 

Shed Itg^ht, like a sun on the waves, 
And smiling divinely, she cried— 

" I go to make freemen of slaves."—* 
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tlien raisinifher ^ce to a strain 

The sweetest, that ear ever heard. 
She song of the slave's, hroken chain, 

Wherever her g'loiy appeared. 
Some clouds, which had over us hung. 

Fled, chas'd by her melody clear. 
And methought while she liberty sung, 

'Twas liberty only to hear. 

Thus swiftly dividing the flood. 

To a slave-cultur'd island we came. 
Where a demon, her enemy, stoodr— 

Oppression his terrible "name. 
In his hand, as the sign of hii sway, 

A scourge hung with lashes he bore, 
And stood looking out for his prey 

From Africans sorrowful shore. 

But soon as approaching the land, 

That goddesslike woman he view*d, 
Tlie Scourge he let fall ftt>m his hand, 

With blood of his subjects imbru'd. 
I saw him both sicken and die. 

And the moment the monster expir'd. 
Heard shouts, that ascended the sky. 

From thousands with rapture inspir*d. 
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TBS MORNING 9RBAH, 



Awaking, how could I but muse 

At what such a dream should betide ? 
But soon my ear caught the glad news. 

Which serv'd my weak thought for a guide-* 
That Britannia, renown'd o'er the waves 

For the hatred she erer has shown 
To the black-fioeptred rulers of slaves, 

Resolvef to have none of her own. 
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THE 

NIGHTINGALE AND GLOW-WORM. 



A NIGHTINGALE, that all day long: 
Had cheer'd the village with his song; 
Nor yet at eye his note suspended. 
Nor yet when eventide was ended, 
Began to feel, as well he might. 
The keen demands of appetite ; 
When, looking eagerly around. 
He spied far off, upon the ground, 
A something shining in the dark, 
And knew the glow-worm by his spark ; 
So, stooping down from hawthorn top, 
He thought to put him in his crop. 
The worm, aware of his intent, 
Harangu'd him thus, right eloquent—- 
Did you admire my lamp, quoth he. 
As much as I your minstrelsy. 
You would abhor to do me wrong, 
As much as I to spoil your soiig ; 
For 'twas the selftame pow'r divine 
Taught you to sing, and me to shine ; 
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THE NIGHTINOALK AND GLOW-WORM. 



That you with music, I with light. 
Might beautify and cheer the uight. 
The songster heard his short oration, 
And warbling out his approbation, 
Releas'd him, as my stoiy tells. 
And found a supper somewhere else. 

Hence jarring sectaries may learn 
Their real int'rest to discern ; 
That brother should not war with brother. 
And wony and devour each other ; 
But sing and shine fay sweet consent, 
mi life's poor transient night is spent. 
Respecting in each other's case 
The gifts of nature and of grace. 

Those Christians best deserve the name, 
Who studiously make peace their aim ; 
Peace both the duty and the prize 
Of him that creeps and him that flies. 



.i 
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ON A GOLDFINCH 

STARVED TO DEATH IN HIS CAGE. 



I. 

XiME was when I wai free as air. 
The thistle*s downy seed my fare. 

My drink the morning dew ; 
1 perch'd at will on ev'ry spray. 
My form genteel, my plumage gay. 

My strains for ever new. 

n. 

But gaudy plumage, sprightly strain. 
And form genteel, were all in vain. 

And of a transient date ; 
For caught, and cag*d, and starv'd to death, 
In dying sighs my little hreath 

Soon pass'd the wiiy grate. 

III. 
Thanks, gentle swain, for all my woes. 
And thanks for this effectual close 

And cure of ev'ry ill ! 
More cruelty could none express ; 
And I, if you had shown me less. 

Had been your pris'n^r still. 
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THE PINEAPPLE AND THE BEE. 



X HE pineapples, in triple row. 
Were basking hot> and all in blow ; 
A bee of most discerning taste 
Perceiv*d the fragrance as he pass'd. 
On eager wing the spoiler came. 
And searched for crannies in the frame, 
Urg'd his attempt on ev'ry side. 
To ev'iy pane his trunk applied ; 
But still in vain, the frame was tight. 
And only pervious to the light : 
Thus having wasted half the day. 
He trimm'd his flight another way. 

Methinks, I said, in thee I find 
The sin and madness of mankind. 
To joys forbidden man aspires, 
Consumes his soul with vain desires ; 
Folly the spring of his pursuit. 
And dbappointment all the fruit. 
While Cynthio ogles, as she passes. 
The nymph between two chariot glasses. 
She is the pineapple, and he 
The silly unsuccessfiil bee. 
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The maid, who views with pensive air 
The showg'lam ftaugfat with ^litt'ring ware. 
Sees watcheSy bracelets, rings, and lockets. 
But nghs at thought of empty pockets ; 
like thine, her appetite is keen. 
But ah, the cruel glass between ! 

Our dear delights are often su<^, 
Ezpos'd to view, but not to touch ; 
The sight our foolish heart inflames, 
We long for pineapples in firames ; 
With hopeless wish one looks and lingers ; 
One breaks the glass, and cuts his fingers ; 
But they whom truth and wisdom lead, 
Can gather honey ^rom a weed. 
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HORACE, Book I!, Odb X. 



^^^^J^*"*"! 



I. 

Rbcbivb« dear friend, tkt tnitlis I teach. 
So shah thou lire 1>eyQi|d the reach 

Of advetw Fortune's pow'r ; 
Net ahrays tempt the distant deep) 
Nor always thnoroasly creep 

Along the treach*roi]s sfaore^ 

n. 

He» that holds hat the golden nieaB» 
And lives contentedly between 

Hie little and the great* 
Feels not the wants, that pinch the poor. 
Nor plagues, that haunt the rich man's door, 

Imbitt'ring all his sUte. 

m. 

The tallest pnes feel most the pow'r 
Of wintiy blasts $ the loftiest tow'r 

Comes heaviest to the ground ; 
The bok8» that spare the mountain's side. 
His doudcapt eminence divide. 

And spread the ruin round. 
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IV. 

The well informM philosopher 
Rfjoioes with a wholesome hax. 

And hopes, in spite of pain j 
If Winter bellow from the north. 
Soon the sweet Spring comes dancing forth* 

And Mature laughs again. 

V. 
What if thine Heav'n be overcast. 
The dark appearance ^1 not last ; 

Expect a brighter sky. 
The God, that strings the silver bow. 
Awakes sometimes the moses too. 

And lays his arrows by. 

VI. 
If hindrances obstruct thy way, 
Thy magnanimity display. 

And let thy strength be seen ; 
But O ! if Fortune fill thy sail 
With more than a propitious gale, 

Take half thy canvass in. 
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A ReJIeeHan on ihtfiregwng Ode. 



^^^^^^^^^i**** 



Amd is tliis all ? Can Reason do no more. 
Than bid me shun the deep, and dread the shore ? 
Sweet moralist ! afloat on life's rough sea> 
The Christian has an art unknown to thee. 
He holds no parley with Unmanly fears ; 
Where Duty bids, he confidently steers. 
Faces a thousand' dangers at her call, 
And» trusting in his God, surmounts them all. 
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THE LILY AND THE ROSE. 



I. 
1 HE nymph must lose her female friend. 

If more adour'd than she— 
But where will fierce contention end. 

If flow'rs can disagree ? 

U. 
Within the garden's peacelhl scene 

Appeared two lovely foes. 
Aspiring to the rank of queen, 

The Uly and the Rose. 

ni. 

The Rose soon redden'd into rage. 

And, swelling with disdain, 
Appeal'd to many a poet's page 

To proye her right tp reign* 

IV 
The Lily*8 height hespoke command, 

A fair imperial fiow'r ; 
She seem'd design'd for Flora's hand. 

The sceptre of her pow'r. 
c e 8 
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THB LILT AKD TUB ROSE. 



V. 

This dvU bidc'riiiff and debate 

The godden diaiie*d to hear» 
And flew to sare, ere yet too late. 

The pride of the parterre ; 

VI. 
Youn is, she said, the nobler hue. 

And yours the statelier mien ; 
And, till a third siupasscs you. 

Let eaidK be deem'd a ipieen. 

VIL 
Thus, sooth'd and rpoondi'd, each 

The fidrest British £ur. 
The seat of empire is her dieeks. 

They rogn united there. 
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IDEM LATINE KEDDITUM. 



I. 
Heu iniimcitiai qttotiflft ptfk Mniila fbrmi^ 

Quam nuro pnlchnB pnlehra pUcere potest ? 
Sed fines ultra solitos disoordU Un^ 
Cum flores ipsos IriUs et Ira inovdiiC. 

IL 
Hortus ubi duloes pnebet tacitoeqiifl reoMMi^ 

Se rapit in partes gens aoimosa duas ; 
Hie sibi regales Amaryllis Candida cultus, 
Illic porporeo vindicat ore Rosa. 

III. ' 

Ira Rosam et mentis quaesita superbia tangunt, 

Multaijue ferventi vix eohibenda sinu, 
Dum sibi fiiutorum ciet undique nomina vatumi 
Jusque suum> multo carmine fulta, probat. 

•IV. 
Altior emicat ilia, et celso vertiee nutaty 
Ceu flores inter non babitura parem» 
Fastiditque alios, et nata videtur in nsus 
Imperii, soeptnim, Flora^uod ipsa gerat. 
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V. 

Nee Dea non sen^t dvilis miurmura rixm, 

Cui cune est pictas pandere ruris opes, 
peliciasque suas nunquam non prompta tueri, 

Dum licet et locos est, ut tueatUTy adest. 

VI. 
£t tibi forma datur prooerior omnibus, inquit ; 

Et tibi« prindpibus qui solet esse, color ; 
Et donee Tineat quedam formosior ambas, 

Et tibi regims nomen, et esto tibi. 

VU. 
His ubi sedatns fturor est, petit utraque nyrapham, 

Qualem inter Veneres Anglia sola parit ; 
Hancpenesimperiumest,nihiloptant amplius, hijyus 

Regnant in nitidiSy et sine lite, geuis. 
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THE POPLAR FIELD. 



«^#«#«i^^»«»»i»»^ 



Xhb poplars are felled, farewell to the sliade. 
And the whisperinif sound of the cool colonnade ; 
The winds play no longer and sing in the leaves. 
Nor Ouse on his bosom their image receives. 

Twelve years have elaps'd, since I last took a viev/ 
Of my favourite field, and the bank where they grew ; 
And now in the grass behold they are laid. 
And the tree is my seat, that once lent me a shade. 

The blackbird has fled to another retreat. 
Where the hazels afiford him a screen from the heat. 
And the scene, where his melody charm'd me before. 
Resounds with his sweet-flowing ditty no more. 

My fugitive years are all hasting away. 
And I must ere long lie as lowly as they. 
With a turf on my breast, and a s" 
Ere another such grove shall ari' 
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THB FOPLAR FIELD. 



Tit a ligbt to engage me, if any thing can. 
To muse on the perishing pleasures of man $ 
Though his life be a dream, his ei\)oyment8, 1 
Have a bdog less durable even than he*. 



Ifr. Cowper aAerwaitl allered this IM rtann in tiielbaowinf 



Tht cbufft both nj heirt and my fcocy employt» 
I rddect OB the frailly <tf man, and ha Joys; 
^01141^(1 as we are, 3^ cor pleaiarea, we leet 
Have a idtt riiorter date, and die iocncr than we. 
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IDEM LATINE K£DDITUM. 



^«^^«^#»*«»^>^ 



PoPULSx eeddit gratitsima copia lilvw, 
Conticu^re susurri, omnisque evaouit umbra. 
NulUe jam levlbus se miioent frondibus aui-e, 
Et nulla in fluvio famomm liidit imafo. 

Hei mibi ! bis senoa dum luctu torqueor annoa^ 
His cogor silvis snetoque carer« reocssa. 
Cum Serb rediens, stratasque in gramsne i^emeM, 
Inwdi arboribusy sub queSs arrare solebam. 

4b ubi nunc meruUi cantus ? Felidor lUum 
Silva tegit, dune nondum pennissa bipenni i 
Scilicet exustoB colles eamposque patentes 
Odit, et indignans et non rediturus abivit. 

Sed qui succisas doleo suoddar et ipse, 
Et priib buic parllis quiLm creverit altera silva 
Flebor, et, exequiis panris donatus, babebo 
Defizum lapidem tumulique cubantis acervum. 

Tnn sttbitb periisse videns tam digna manere, 
Agnosco bumanas sortes et tristia fata— 
Sit lie^ ipse brevisy volucrique similliraus umbnr 
Est bomini brerior dtli!isque obitura roluptas. 
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VOTUM. 



^»^»««M'#^J^*«» 



O MATUTiNi roresy aimBqufrtalubret, 
O nemora, et Ists rivis felicilniB berbe, 
Graminei coUes/et amaBiue in vallibus umlnnB ! 
Fata mod6 dederint quaa oUin in rare paterno 
Delidas, procul arte, procul formidine novi, 
Qaam vellem ignotns, quod mens mea semperavi^lMi* 
Ante larem proprium pladdam expectare senectain^ 
Tdm demihn, ezactis non infelicitier annis, 
Sordri taciturn lapideniy ant tub aesplte eondi ? 
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CICINDELA. 



BY VINCENT BOURNE. 



^^'«»^»i»i<'^^«»i 



Sob sepe exiguum est, nee rarb in margine ripie. 

Reptile, quod lacet node, dieque latet. 
Vennis habet speciem, sed habet de lumine nomen ; 

At prisdl h. fiimi non liquet, unde micet. 
H^que 2i caudft credunt procedere lumen ; 

Nee desunt, credunt qui rutilare eaput. 
Nam saperas Stellas qus nox accendit, et illi 

Pkrcam eadem htcem dat, moduloque parem. 
Forsitan hoe prudens voluit Natura caveri, 

Ne pede qois doro reptile contereret. 
Exiguam, in tenebris ne gressum offenderet ullus, 

Pnstendi voluit fordtan ilia feoem. 
Sive usum hune Natura parens, seu maluit ilium, 

Hand firustra.accensa est lux, radiique dati. 
Ponite vos fostus, faumiles nee spemite, magni ; 

Quando habet et minimum reptile, quod niteat. 



D d 
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I. THE GLOW-WORM. 



TRANSLATION OF THE FOREGOING. 



I. 

Beneath the hedge, or near the itreani» 

A worm is known to stray ; 
Tliat shows by night a lucid beam, 

Which disappears by day. 

U. 
Disputes have been, and still prevail, 

From whence his rays proceed ; 
0ome give that honour to his tail, 

And others to hb head. 

m. 

But this is sure— ^he hand of mighty 

That kindles up the skies. 
Gives him a modicum of light 

Proportioned to his size; 

IV. 
Perhaps indulgent Nature meant. 

By such a lamp bestow'd. 
To bid the traveler, as he went. 

Be careful where he tfod t 
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V. 

Nor crush a worm, whose useful light 

Might serve, however small. 
To show a stumbling stone by night, 

And save him from a fall. 

VI. 
Whate'er she meant, this truth divine 

Is legible and plain, 
'Us pow'r almighty Indi him shine. 

Nor bids him shine in vain. 

VII. 
Ye proud and wealthy, let this theme 

Teaeh humbler thoughts to you. 
Since such a reptile has it*s gem, 

And boasts it's splendour too. . 
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OORNICULA. 

BY VINCENT BOURNE. 

N10RA8 inter aves «vit est, qi» plurima torrei, 

Antiquas flid«> odMqae Fana oolit 
Nil tarn sublime est, quod non aodace volatu, 

Aeriis spemens infmora, pedt« 
Quo nemo ascendat, cut non vertigo cerebrum 

Corripiat, oert^ hunc seligit ilia locum. 
Quo vix h, terr& tu suspiois absque tremore. 

Ilia met68 eacpers inoohimisque sedet. 
Lamina delubri SHjjra fastigia, ventus 

Qui coeU spiret de regione, docet ; 
Hanc ea pne reliquis mavult, secura pericliy 

Nee curat, nedum cogitat, unde cadat. 
Res Inde huraanaa, sed summa per otia, spectat* 

£t nibil ad sese, quas videt, esse videt. 
Concursus spectat, plate^ue negotia in onmi. 

Omnia pro nu^ at sapienter habet. 
Clamores, quas infra audit, si forsitan audita 

Pro rebus nihili negligit, et crodtat. 
lUe tibl invideat, felix Comicula, pennas, 

'^'~ sic humanis rebus abesse velit. 
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11. THE JACKDAW. 

TRAM8LAT10H OF THE FORBOOIK*. 



.#>^*^*>*.*«*^** 



I. 

Xherb is a bird, who by his coat. 
And by the hoarseness of his note. 

Might be suppos'd a crow ; 
A great frequenter of the church, 
Wheie bishoplike he finds a perch. 

And dormitory too. 

II. 
Above the steeple shines a olate. 
That turns and turns, to indicate 

From what point blolirs the weather 
Look up— -your bnuns b^n to swim, 
Tis in the doudfr— that pleases him. 

He chooses it the rather. 

in. 

Fond of the speculative height, 
Thither he wings his airy flight, 

And thence securely sees 
The bustle and the rareeshow. 
That occupy mankind below. 

Secure and at his ease. 
Dd S 
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rv. 

You think, no doubt, he sits and muses 
On ftiture broken bones and bruises. 

If he should chance to fall. 
No ; not a single thought like that 
Employs his philosophic pate. 

Or troubles it at all. 

V. 
He sees, that this great roundabout. 
The World, with all it's motley rout. 

Church, army, physic, law, 
It's customs, and it's businesses, 
Is no concern at all of his. 

And says — ^what says l^e P^^Caw. 

VI. 
Thrice happy bird ! I too have seen 

« 

Much of the vanities of men ; 

And, siek of haying seen 'em. 
Would cheerfully these limbs resign 
For such a pur of wings as thine. 

And luch a bead between 'em. 



SOT 



AD GRILLUM. 

Jfutcreontieum. 

BY VINCENT BOURNE. 



^^^^<»^i^i»^^» 



I. 

O QVi mee euline 
Argutulus choraules, 
£t boBpes es canonist 
Quacunque eommoreiit, 
Felicitatis omen ; 
Jucundiore cantu 
Siquando me ultttef, 
£t ipie te rependam, 
£t ipM, qui valeboy 
Remunerabo muU. 

II. 
Dic6rii irniocensquc 
Et gratuB inqutUnut ; 
Nee victitani rapinis, 
Ut torices voraces, 
Muresve curiosi, 
Furumque delicatura 
Vulgus doroesticorum $ 
Sed tutus in camini 
Recessibus, quiete 
Gontentus et calore. 



808 AD ORILLUAI. 

m. 

Bealior CicadAy 
Que te referre fonnA, 
Qiue voce te videtiir ; 
£t s&ltitans per herbas, 
Unius, haud seciindc, 
JEstatis est chorista : 
Tu carmen integratum 
Reponis ad Deeembreniy 
Laetus per unirerBum 
Inoontinenter annum. 

IV. 
Te nulla lux relinquit, 
Te nulla nox revint, 
Non muftice vacantem> 
Curisve non solutum : 
Quin amplies canendo, 
Quin amplies frucndo^ 
^tatulam, vel omniy 
Quam nos faomunciones 
Absumimus querendo, 
Atate loni^orem. 
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III. THE CRICKE1\ 

TRANSLATION OF THE FOREOOINO. 
I. 

LiTTUs inmate, ftdl of mirth, 
Chirf^ on my Icitchen liearth, 
Wheresoe'er he tliine abode. 
Always harbinger of good. 
Pay me for thy warm retreat 
With a goni; more folt and sweet ; 
In return thou sludt receive 
Such a strain as I can give. 

U. 
Tlius thy pndse shall be ezpress'd, 
InofllNisive, welcome guest ! 
While the rat is on the scout. 
And the mouse with curious snout* 
With what vermin else infest 
Ev'ry dish, and spoil the best ; 
Msidng thus before the fire, 
Hiou hast all thine heart's desire. 
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THE CRICKET. 



UI. 

Though in voice and shape they he 
Fonn'd as if akin to thee, 
Thou surpassest, happier far. 
Happiest grasshoppers that are ; 
Theirs is but a summer's song, 
Thine endures the winter long, 
Unimpair'd, and shrill, and clear. 
Melody throughout the year. 

IV. 
Neither night, nor dawn of day. 
Puts a period to thy jday : 
Sing tfaen-*«nd extend thy span 
Far beyond the date of man. 
Wretched man, whose yean are qpcnt 
In repining discontent, 
lives not, aged though he be. 
Half a span, compared wHh thee. 



311 



SIMILE AGIT IN SIMILE. 

BY VINCENT BAURNE^ 



^^i^«0#^^»^>»^ 



Cristatus, pictisque ad Thaida Fsittacus alls. 

Missus ab Eoo miinus amante venit. 
Ancillis mandat primam fomiare loqualam, 

ArchididascaliSB dat sibi Thais opus. 
P^ittace, ut Thus, fing^tquie sonantia raoUe 

Basia, qiue docilis molle refingit avis. 
Jam captat, jam dimidiat tymnculus ; et jam 

Integrat auditos articulatque sonos. 
Psittace mi pulcher pulchelle, hera dieit alumno , ^ 

Psittace mi pulcher, reddit alumnus hene. 
Jamque canity ridet, deeiesque aegrotat in hor&, 

£t vocat ancillas nomine quamque suo. 
Multaque scurratur mendax, et multa jocsat^r, 

Et lepido populum detinet augurio. 
Nunc tremulum iliudet fratrem, qui suspicit, et Pol * 

Carnalis, quisquis te docet, inquit, homo est ; 
Argute nunc stridet ani!ls aigutulus instar ; 

Respidt, et nebutd es» quisquis es, inquit anus. 
Quando ftiit melior tyro, meliorve mag^stra ! 

Quando duo ingefiiis tarn coi^re pares ! 
Ardua discenti nulla est, res nulla docenti 

Ardua; cum doceat teroina, discat avis. 
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IV. THE PAKKOT. 

TRANSLATION OF TBS FORBOOINO. 



I. 

Ik painted pltones superblj dreti'd, 
A native of the gorgeous east. 

By many a billow toss'd ; 
Poll gains at length the British shore. 
Part of the captain's precious store, 

A present to his toast* 

U. 
Belinda's maids are soon preferr'd. 
To teach him now and then a word. 

As Poll can master it ; 
But 'tis her own important charge. 
To qualify liim more at large. 

And make him quite a wit. 

lU. 
Sweet Poll ! his doating mistress criei^ 
Sweet Poll ! the mimic bird replies ; 

And calls aloud for sack. 
She next instructs him in the kiss ;- 
'Tis now a little one, like Miss» 

And now a hearty smack. 



TUS PARROT. Sltt 

IV. 

At first he aims at what he hears ; 
And> list'ning dose with both his ear^ 

Jiut catches at the sound ; 
But soon articulates aloud. 
Much to th' amusement of the crow^y 

And stuns the neighbours round. 

V. 
A querulous old woman's voice 
His faum'rons talent next employs^ 

He scoldsy and gives the Ue. 
And now he sings, and now is iick^ 
Here Sally, Susan, come, come quick* 

Poor Poll is like to die ! 

VI. 
Belinda and her Urd ! 'tis rare. 
To meet with such a well-match'd pair, ^ 

The language and the tone. 
Each character in ev'ry part 
Sustain'd with so much grace and art. 

And both in unison. 

VII, 
When children first begin to spell. 
And stammer out a syllable. 

We think them tedious creatiires ; 
But diificukies soon abate^ 
When birds are to be taught to prate, 

And women are the teachers. 

s e 
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TRANSLATION OF PRIOR'S CHLOE 
AND EUPHELIA. 



I. 
Mercator, vigilM ocidoft ut £iUcfe ponit. 
Nomine sub fioto trans mare mittit opes ; 
Len6 sonat Uqnidumque meis Enphelia chordk, 
Sed solam exoptant te, raea vota. Chide. 

U. 
Ad speculum omabat nitidos Euphelia crines. 

Cum dixit mea lux» hens, cane, sume lyram. 

Namque lyram Juxt^ positam cum carmine vidit. 

Suave quidem carmen duldsonamque lyram. 

lU. 
Tila. lyre vocemque paro, suspiria surg^nt, 

£t miscent numeris murmura mSesta meis, 
Dumque tusB memoro laudes, Euphelia, format, 
Tota anima interelL pendet ab ore Chides. 

IV. 
Subrubet ilia pndore, et eontrahit altera -fitrntemj 

Me torquet mea mens eonscia, psaUo, tremo ; 
Atque Cupidineft dixit Dea dncta coronft, 
' Heu ! fidlendi arttnt quam didioere parom. 
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THE DIVBRTINO 



HISTORY OF JOHN GILPIN 3 

Showing' how he wetUfariher than Atf intended, 
and came safe home again. 



i»i»^i^»^^<»#«^ 



John Gilpin was a cituEen 

Of credit and renown, 
A trainband captain eke was he 

Of fiunous London town. 

John Gilpin's spouse sadd to her dear. 
Though wedded we have been 

These twice ten tedious years, vet we 
No holiday have seen. 

To morrow is our wedding day, 

And we will then repair 
Unto the Bell at Edmonton 

All in a chaise and pair. 



M7 (itter, tuid m; ^ter*! cUld, 

Mjvelf, and children three. 
Will eil the cluuse i k you mutt ride 

On honeback after we. 

He loail raplied, I do admire 

Of womuikiiid but one. 
And you ire she, my dearatt dear, 

llwrefttre it iball be done. 

I am a Ilaendr^per bold, 

Ai all tlie woild doth knov. 
Aim! id; Good friead the eal gn d w 

Will lend Ut Ikoiae to gp. 

Quodt Mn. Giliriii, That'a weU laidi 

And for that nine ii dear. 
We will be fitmisb'd with our own. 

Which ia both bright and dear. 

John Gilpin kiai'd hia loving wife ; 

O'MJoy'd waa he to find. 
That, though on pleuure she wu bant. 

She had a CrOgal mind. 

The mormng came, the cbaiK waa bronclit. 

But yet waa not illow'd. 
To drive up to the door, leit all 

Should aa^ that aha waa proud. 
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So three doors oflf the chaue was stay'd. 

Where they did all get in $ 
Six precious souls* and all SLgog 

To dash through thick and thin. 

Smack went the whip, round went the wheals. 

Were never folk so glad» 
The stones did rattle underneath. 

As if Cheapdde were mad. 

John Gilpin at his horse's side 

Seia'd tut the flowing mane. 
And «p he got» in haste to ride. 

But soon came down again ; 

For saddletree scarce reach'd had he. 

His Journey to hegin. 
When, taming round his head, he saw 

Three customers come in. 

So down he eame ; for loss of time. 

Although it griey'd him sore ; 
Yet loss of pence, full well he knew. 

Would toouhle him much more. 

*Twas long before the customers 

Were suited to their mind. 
When Betty screaming came down staiis, 

'' The wine is left behind ! " 
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Good lack! quoith he—yet bring it me. 

My leathern belt likewise. 
In wlucb I bear my trusty sword. 

When I do exerdee. 

Now mistress Gilpin (carefhl soul !) 

Had two stone bottles found. 
To hold the liquor that she lov'd. 

And keep it safe and sound. 

Each bottle had a curling ear. 

Through which the belt he drew. 
And hung a bottle on each side. 

To make his balamje true. 

Then over all, that lie might be 

Equipp'd from top to toe,- 
His long ral .cloak, well brush'd and neat. 

He manfiilly ^Ad throw. 

4 
Now see him mounted once again 

Upon bis nimble steed, ^ 

Full slowly paeing o'er the stones, 

VnOk eatttion and good heed. 

But finding soon a smoother road 

Beneath his well-shod feet, 
. 'The snorting beast began to trot. 
Which gaU'd him in his seat. 
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So» Fair and 8oftly» Jolm he cried. 

But John he cried in vain ; 
That trot hec^me a gallop 80on» 

In spite of curb and rein. 

So stooping down> as needs he must. 

Who cannot sit upright. 
He grasp'd the mane with hoth his hands. 

And eke with all his might. 

His horse, who never in that sort 

Had handled been before. 
What thing upon his bade had got 

Did wonder more and more. 

Away went Gilpin, neck or nought ; 

Away went hat and wig ; 
He little dreamt, when he set out. 

Of running such a rig. 

The wind did blow, the doak did fly, 

like streamer long and gay, 
nil, loop and buttoA failing both. 

At last it flew away. 

Then might all people well discern 

The bottles he had slung ; 
A bottle swinging at each side, 

As hath been said or sung. 
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The dogs did l»ark« the diildren screum'dy 

Up flew the windows all ; 
And ev'iy soul cried out. Well done ! 

As loud as he oould bawl. 

Away went Gilpin — who but he ? 

His fame soon spread around. 
He eanies weight ! he rides a race ! 

Tis for a thousand pound ! 

And still, as ftst as he drew near, 

Twas wonderftil to view. 
How in a trice the turnpike men 

Their gates wide open threw. 

And now, as he went bowing down 

His reeking head full low. 
The bottles twain behind his back 

Were shattered at a blow. 

Down ran the wine Into the road. 

Most piteous to be seen. 
Which made his horse's flanks to smoke 

As they had basted been. 

But still he seemM to carry weight. 

With leathern girdle brac'd ; 
For all unght see the bottle-necks 

Still dangling at his waist. 
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Thus all tkrbttgh merry Islington 

These garnbob he did play» 
Until he came unto the Wash 

Of Edmonton so gay ; 

And there he threw the wash about 

On both sides of the way» 
Just like unto a trundling mop» 

Or a wild goose at play. 

At Edmonton his loving wife 

From the balcony spied 
Her tender husband, wond'ring much 

To see how he (Ud ride. 

Stop, stop, John Gilpin !— Here's the hou8»— 

They all at once did cry $ 
The dinner waits, and w£ ace tir'd : 

Said Gilpin— So am I ! 

But yet his horse was not a whit 

Inclined to tarry there ; 
For why ? — ^his owner had a house 

Full ten miles off, at Wace. 

So like an arrow swift he flew. 

Shot by an archer strong ; 
So did he fly-^vfhich brings mtto 

The middle of my song. 
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Away went Gilpin out of breath. 

And Boro against his will. 
Till at his friend the calender's 

His horse at last stood still. 

The calender, amaz'd to see 

His neighbour in such trim. 
Laid down his pipe, flew to the gate. 

And thus accosted him : 

What news i wliat news ? your tidinp tell ; 

Tell me you must and shallr-** 
Say why bareheaded you are conie. 

Or why you come at all ? 

Now Gilpin had a pleasant wit. 

And lov'd a timely joke ! 
And thus unto the calender 

In merry guise he spoke : 

I came because your horse would come ; 

And, if I well forebode, 
My hat and wig will soon be here, 

They are upon the road. 

The calender, right glad to find 

His friend in merry pin, 
Retum'd him not a' single word, 

But to the house went in ; 



/" 
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Whence ttrai^t he came with hat and wi^ ; 

A wig that flow'd behind, . 
A hat not much the worse for weaor, 

Each comely in it's kind. 

He held them up, and in his turn 

Thus show'd his ready wit. 
My head is twice as big as yours. 

They therefore nec^ must fit. 

But let me scrape the dirt away. 

That hangs upon your face ; 
And stop and eat, for well you may 

Be in a hungry case. 

Said John, it is my wedding-day. 

And all the world would stare. 
If wife should dine at Edmonton, 

And I should dine at Ware. 

So turning to his horse, he said* 

I am in haste to dine ; 
'Twas for your pleasure you came here. 

You shall go back for mine. 

Ah luckless speech, and bootless boast ! 

For which he paid foil dear ; 
For, while he spake, a braying ass 

Did sing most loud and clear ; 
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Whereat iSa hone did snorti as he 

Had heard a IkMi roar. 
And gaUoj^'d off with all his might, 

Ab he had done before. 

Away went Gilpin, and away 

Went Gilpin's hat and w^ : 
He lost them sooner than at first, 

For why P^^they were too big. 

Now mistress Gilpin, ^hen she saw 

Her husband posting down 
Into the country far away. 

She pull'd out half a crown ; 

And thus unto the youth she said. 
That drove them to the Bell, 

This shall be yours, when you bring bade 
My husband safe and well. 

The youth M. ride, and soon did meet 

John coming back amun ; 
Whom in a trice he tried to stop, 
- By catching at his rein ; 

But not performing what he meant, 
Aiid gladfy would have done. 

The frighted steed he frighted more. 
And made him faster run. 
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Away went Gilpin, and away 

Went postboy at his heels, . 
The postboy's hone right glad to miss 

The lumb'ring of the wheels. 

Six gentlemen upon the road. 

Thus seeing Gilpin fly, 
With postboy scamp'ring in the tear. 

They rads'd the hue and cry : — 

Stop thief ! stop thief !-— a highwayiaaa ! 

Not one of them was mute ; 
And all and each that pass'd that way 

Did join in the pursuit. 

And now the turnpike gates again 

Flew open in short space ; 
The toll-men thinking as before^ 

That Gilpin rode a race. 

And so he did, and won it too* 

For he got first to town $ 
Nor stopp'd till where be liad got up 

He did again |^ down. 

Now let us sing, long live the kiag« 

And Gilpin long live h« ; 
And, when he next deth xi^s 9bto9A^ 

May I be there to see I F f 
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AN EPISTLE 

TO j 

AN AFFLICTBD PROTESTANT LADY IN FRANCE. 



MADAM> 

A stranger's purpose in these lays 

Is to cQiigratulate» and not to praise. 

To give the creature the Creator's due 

Were sin in me, and an offence to you. 

FVom man to man, or ev'n to woman paid, \ 

Praise is the medium of a knavish trade, 

A coin by Craft for Folly's use designed, 

Spurious, and only current with the blind. 

The path of sorrow, aiid that path alone, 
licads to the land where sorrow is unknown ; 
No trav'ller ever reach'd that blest abode. 
Who found not thorns and briers in his road. 
The World may dance along the flow'ry plidn, 
Checr'd as they go by many a sprightly strain. 
Where Nature has her mossy velvet spread. 
With unshod feet they yet securely tread. 
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Admonish'd^ scorn the oautioii and tlie friend^ 

Bent all on pleasure, heedless of it's end. 

But he, who knew what human hearts would prove. 

How slow to learn the ^ctates of his love. 

That, hard hy nature and of stubborn will, 

A life of ease would make them haxder still. 

In pity to the souls his grace designed 

To rescue from the ruins of mankind, 

Caird for a cloud to darken all their years, 

, \ said, " Go, spend them in the vale of tears/' 

O balmy gales of soul reviving air ! 

O salutaiy streams, that murmur there ! 

These flowing from the fount of grace above. 

Those breath'd from lips of everlasting love. 

The flinty soil indeed their feet annoys ; 

Chill blasts of trouble nip their springing joys ; 

An envious World will interpose it's frown. 

To mar delights superior to It's own ; 

^d many a pang, ezperienc'd still within, 

^minds them of their hated inmate. Sin : 

But ills of ev'ry slf&pe and ev'iy name, 

Transform'd to blebings, miss their cruel aim ; 

And ev'iy moment's calm, that sooths the breast. 

Is giv'n in earnest of eternal rest. 

Ah, be not sad, although thy lot be cast 
Far from the flock, and in a boundless waste ! 
No shepherd's tents within thy view appear. 
But the chief Shepherd even there is near j 
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Thy tender sorrowB and thy pl&intiTe strain 
Flow in a forei^ land, but not in vain ; 
Thy tears all issue from a source divine. 
And ev'ry drop bespeaks a Saviour thine— 
So once in Gideon's fleece the dews were found* 
And drought on all the drooping herbs around* 
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TO 

THE REV. W. CAWTHORNE UNWIN. 



I. 
Unwin, I should but ill repay 

The kindness of a friend, 
^ose worth deserves as warm a lay. 

As ever Friendship penn'd. 
Thy name omitted in a page. 
That would reclaim a vicious age. 

n. 

A union fbrm'd, as mine jjnth thee^ 

Not rashly, or in sport. 
May be as fervent in degree. 

And faithful in it's sort. 
And may as i^ch in comfort prove. 
As that of true firttemal love* 

m. 

The bu<i inserted in the rind. 

The bud of peach or rose. 
Adorns, though diff 'ring in it's kind. 

The stock whereon it grows. 
With flow'r as sweet, or fruit as fidr. 
As if produc'd by Nature thei«. 
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IV. 
* Not rich> I render what I maj» 
I seize thy name in haste* 
And place it in this first essay^ 

Lest this should prove tho' last, 
lis wher^ it should be-dn a plan. 
That holds in view the good of man. 

V. 
llie poet's lyre, to fix his feme. 

Should be the poet's heart ; 
Affecdon lights a brighter flame 

Than ever blas'd by art. 
' No muses on these lines attend, 
I sink the poet in the IHend. 




END OF THE FIRST VOLUME. 
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